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WON    AT    LAST! 


CHAPTEK  I. 

DE   GUSTIBUS  NON  EST   DISPUTANDUM. 

As  became  the  fatnre  head  of  a  firm  of  old 
and  fair  repute,  and  also  of  a  family  whose 
respectability  was  a  gem  of  the  purest 
water,  Frank  Browne  kept  a  watchful  eye 
upon  himseK  and  his  acquaintances.  His 
regard  for  Mr.  Lane,  though  as  sincere 
as  yours  or  mine  might  have  been,  was 
nevertheless  subject  to  the  surveillance 
of  this  orb.  That  Hubert  was  making 
rapid  progress  under  Mr.  Lane's  tuition, 
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and  becoming  manful  under  the  influence 
of  his  friendship,  Frank  saw.  Nor  did 
he  fail  to  observe  that  by  these  means 
his  youngest  brother  would  be  able 
better  to  advance  his  own  interests  in 
hfe,  and  would  avoid  any  serious  risk 
of  becoming  a  charge  upon  the  firm, 
whereas  upon  this  very  object,  poor 
Frank  had  had  grave  fears  three  years 
before.  That  Mr.  Lane,  without  any 
vulgar  egotism  or  self-assertion,  caused 
himself  to  be  respected  wherever  he 
went,  Frank  also  saw,  and  felt  that  the 
acquaintance  redounded  to  his  own 
credit.  The  old  saw,  ^^Noscitur  ex  sociis," 
never  wears  out.  Mr.  Lane,  admired  and 
desired  by  women  and  men,  poor  and 
rich,  clerical  and  military,  young  and 
old,  led  Frank  by  the  arm  into  a  current 
of  popular  air.  ^'We  always  thought 
that  young  man  had  nothing  in  him^'' 
an  old  lady  of  Pedhngton  would  remark. 


DE  GUSTIBUS  NON  EST  DISPUTAOT)UM.         3 

figuratively;  ''but  Mr.  Lane  could  never 
put  up  with  Ms  society  if  it  were  so. 
Evidently  young  Mr.  Browne  was  not 
appreciated  in  Hs  own  family,  and 
rejoices  at  the  opportunity  of  intercourse 
with  a  kindred  spirit."  "A  master 
spirit,  I  should  say,  my  dear  Mrs.  Joy," 
suggested  another  matron.  "  The  spirit 
of  a  master,  at  any  rate,"  facetiously 
rejoined  the  first  speaker.  From  which 
the  social  axiom  may  be  deduced  (Parce, 
precor,  magistri,)  that  ladies  httle  know 
upon  what  masculine  friendships  depend. 
Moreover,  even  in  the  charmed  circle 
of  the  Maison  Browne,  where  the  blind 
little  god  fluttered  with  felonious  intent 
in  the  gauzy  curtains,  as  they  rippled 
like  a  silvery  waterfall  in  the  summer 
breeze,  or  lurked  (in  winter)  about  and 
among  the  substantial  comforts  of  well- 
carpeted  rooms,  darkened  by  the  heavy 
folds   of    crimson    drapery,   but   ht   with 
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that  joyous,  homely  blaze  which  makes 
an  EngHsh  home  a  temple,  and  an 
Enghsh  hearth  an  altar  to  the  gods — 
even  here  Mr.  Lane  was  never  suspected 
of  a  suspicion  of  flirtation.  Wherefore 
Frank  reckoned  him  a  safe  friend  for  a 
man  with  good-looking  sisters  in  a  scan- 
dalous, radical  borough  like  Pedlington. 
And  then  the  fact  was  not  to  be  hastily 
rejected  by  a  prudent  calculator,  that 
men  who  do  not  flirt  usually  do  marry 
sooner  or  later.  Janet,  beyond  a  doubt, 
with  her  face  and  fortune,  might  do 
better  than  marry  Mr.  Lane.  Indeed, 
there  was  no  marriage  so  high  in  the 
social  scale  as  to  be  absolutely  inac- 
cessible to  Janet,  though  for  his  part 
Frank  thought  Nellie  a  very  hving  and 
and  breathing  impersonation  of  Psyche, 
and  far  superior  in  mere  beauty  to  her 
more  fortunate  sister.  Yet,  on  the  other 
hand,   Janet,  with  her  romantic,   wilful 
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disposition,  might  form  some  prepos- 
terous attacliment,  and  do  mnch.  worse, 
both  for  herself  and  for  Frank,  than 
to  marry  his  honest  friend.  Fuller 
evidently  knew  the  secret  of  Lane's 
parentage,  and  declared  him  to  be  "  well 
connected."  This  tahsmanic  phrase 
counted  for  much  with  Frank.  Captain 
Fuller  himself  belonging  to  a  county 
family  in  Oxfordshire,  being  himself  the 
head  of  his  own  branch  of  that  family, 
and  speaking  of  a  man  as  ''  well  con- 
nected," gave  that  man,  so  to  speak,  a 
patent  of  nobihty.  Frank  knew  too 
well  that  the  same  expression  would  not 
have  been  apphed  to  him  in  the  same 
quarter,  and  never  would  be  unless  he 
should  marry  into  an  aristocratic  circle  ; 
and  even  in  such  a  case  the  term  would 
strictly  only  apply  to  his  children,  and 
revert  to  him  incidentally.  And  yet  his 
father's    brother  was   a   squire,    a   small 
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squire  of  a  small  parish,  and  less  than 
his  ancestors,  the  race  in  its  descent 
having  become  *^  small  by  degrees  and 
gradually  less."  But  the  blot  on  the 
escutcheon  was  that  the  uncle,  who 
intervened  between  Uncle  Kobert,  the 
squire,  and  Walter  Browne,  Esq.,  the 
sohcitor,  had  become  a  tradesman ;  and 
Alderman  Theodore  Browne,  the  pre- 
sumptive heir  to  the estate,  actually 

kept  a  tea  warehouse  somewhere  in 
those  regions  dehcately  intimated  in 
pohte  circles  by  the  initial  letters  E.G. 
More  than  this,  the  tea  shop  kept  him, 
and  very  handsomely  too.  Indeed,  this 
man  was  in  reahty  a  far  more  important 
person  than  either  the  squire  or  the 
lawyer,  was  governor  of  this  institution, 
chairman  of  that,  and  freeman  of  another. 
He  wore  '^a  brass  chandeher- chain  and  no 
end  of  ridiculous  long  toggery  "  (as  Frank 
Browne  described  it)  on  state  occasions  ; 
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yet  his  nephew's  Yigilant  eye  grew  dim 
with  vain  regret  as  he  reflected  upon  this 
wrong  done  to  his  house. 

^*Why  can't  that  fellow  Lane,"  he 
thought  indignantly,  ''utihze  his  con- 
nections ?  What  is  the  use  of  a  man 
really  having  a  clean  'scutcheon,  and 
money  in  the  background  too,  as  Fuller 
says,  unless  he  makes  use  of  it  ?  Why 
not  make  his  sublime  relations  fork  out  ? 
I  would,  in  double  quick  time."  (Alas  ! 
for  Frank's  sagacity,  Mr.  Lane  had  only 
one  relative  in  the  world ;  and  she  was 
not  far  off.)  "  Or  why  cannot  he,"  con- 
tinued Frank,  still  wasting  the  sweetness 
of  his  wisdom,  ^^  enter  at  one  of  the  Inns 
at  once,  and  keep  his  terms,  without 
muddhng  away  time  over  another  uni- 
versity degree  ?  Surely  he  has  foreign 
degrees  {and  things)  enough !  What  is 
the  good  of  all  those  degrees  ?  I  can't 
see   that  Alfred  was  any  the  better  for 
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his,  except  that  he  assumed  a  kind  of 
academic  or  pedantic  superiority  to  all 
of  us,  and  would  scarcely  open  his  mouth 
for  fear  we  should  not  understand  what 
he  said.  The  poor  old  fellow  once  did 
me  the  honour  to  call  me  a  mere 
mechanical  screw.  Now  Lane,  I  must 
admit,  is  not  a  prig  or  a  pedant,  hut  if 
he  goes  on  at  this  rate,  he  will  he  forty 
hefore  he  ever  sees  a  hrief.  Why,  he 
must  he  hard  upon  thirty  now.  I  am 
eight- and-twenty,  and  he  seems  much 
older  than  I  am;  while  Janet  is  only 
eighteen.  Oh  yes,  she  is  nineteen  though, 
and  Nelly  eighteen.  These  rehgious  men 
are  always  as  proud  as  Lucifer.  Either 
his  people  have  offended  him,  or  he  has 
offended  them  ;  and  neither  he  nor  they 
will  give  in  (if  they're  pious  too)  till 
the  crack  of  doom,  and  not  then.  I  hate 
such  folly.  Why  can't  he  he  a  sensihle 
fellow,   and  avail  himself   of   his  oppor- 
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tunities  ?  Splendid  chances  !  I  would 
back  him  through  thick  and  thin.  I 
can  tell  you  what,  B.  (what  Christian 
name  can  B.  stand  for?) — B.  Lane,  Esq., 
of  Bonn  and  Gottingen,  B.L.,  D.C.L., 
and  Ph.D.  (whatever  that  may  he),  it 
is  not  every  ugly,  grim,  red-headed 
fellow  who  gets  such  a  chance  as  I 
more  than  suspect  you  have  got." 

These  calculations  and  musings  of 
Frank  were  the  burden  of  similar  musings 
and  calculations  which  passed  through 
his  mind  at  various  times  on  the  subject 
of  his  new  fiiend.  With  Frank,  feeling 
and  calculation  always  went  hand  in 
hand,  or  rather,  we  should  say,  that 
from  long  habit,  feeling  had  become 
subservient  to  interest,  and  that  he 
never  allowed  free  scope  to  the  former 
without  carefully  considering  its  relation 
to  the  latter.  For  example,  it  is  incum- 
bent upon   this  chronicler,  with   an   eye 
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to  veracity,  to  admit  that  Frank  Browne 
hated  his  brother  Albert,  yet  not  with 
that  mahgnant  hatred  which  would 
prompt  a  Mexican  to  use  his  stiletto, 
or  a  Japanese  to  meditate  upon  a  "  happy 
despatch,"  but  with  a  genteel  and  even 
domestic  kind  of  hatred,  knowing  that 
Albert  would  be,  if  absent,  a  permanent 
charge  of  two  hundred  a  year  on  the 
profits  of  the  fii'm.  But  Albert  having 
the  privilege  of  drawing  two  hundred 
net,  or  drawing  one  hundred  and  living 
at  home,  was  counselled  by  Frank  to 
adopt  the  latter  course.  This  saved 
nearly  seventy  pounds  a  year,  adding 
the  value  of  Albert's  services  to  the 
difference  between  the  actual  cost  of 
his  maintenance  and  the  hundred  pounds 
which  he  annually  resigned,  for  what 
he  facetiously  termed  ^^  the  amenities 
of  home."  Again,  Mr.  Browne  had 
insured  his  life  heavily  in  favour  of  Mrs. 
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Browne,  tlms  by  special  agreement  secur- 
ing to  her,  in  the  event  of  his  death,  an 
annuity  for  hie,  in  which  he  directed 
that  Joan  (if  still  unmarried)  should 
participate.  But  as  this  latter  provision 
would,  in  any  case,  terminate  with  Mrs. 
Browne's  Hfe,  it  was  still  probable  that 
sister  Joan  would  be  returned  upon  the 
hands  of  the  finn.  Pretty  Nelly  was  a 
charge  upon  the  same  devoted  enterprise 
of  eighty  pounds  a  year  till  manied,  and 
of  fifty  pounds  a  year  for  life  after  mar- 
riage. For  tying  up  all  which  charges 
securely  Frank  entertained  a  hearty 
detestation  of  his  respectable  papa,  and 
thought  this  feeling  was  based  upon  a 
sense  of  injustice  done  to  himself.  To 
persons  of  a  more  excitable  temperament 
it  must  remain  a  mystery  how  the  father 
and  son  could  have  dwelt  together  under 
the  same  roof.  Yet  they  did  so,  had  done 
so,  and   intended  to   do   so   until   death 
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should  them  part.  Frank,  however,  took 
some  credit  to  himself  for  not  wishing  to 
hasten  that  consummation.  Talking  to 
Mr.  Lane  one  evening  about  the  old 
parish  church,  and  the  changes  which  the 
new  rector  had  introduced,  he  said,  ''  One 
comfort  is,  that  now  the  choir  will  make 
such  a  row  it  will  be  immaterial  whether 
any  one  miserable  sinner  responds  or  not. 
Some  fellows  think  it  necessary  to  repeat 
all  the  responses,  like  a  parish  clerk;  I 
don't." 

^^  I  do,"  briefly  rejoined  Mr.  Lane. 

**  Well,"  continued  Frank,  *'  there's  no 
accounting  for  tastes.  But  how,  my  dear 
fellow,  can  I  say  that  '^  the  burden  of  my 
sins  is  intolerable,"  when  they  don't 
bother  me  haK  as  much  as  one  new  Act  ? 
and  I  have  to  bear  them  the  best  way  I 
can,  eternally.  Or  how  can  I  honestly 
call  myself  ^'  a  miserable  sinner,"  when  I 
never  even  wish  to  brain  the  Governor  ? — 
and  he  has  used  me  shamefully." 
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Mr.  Lane  gently  suggested  that  the 
value  of  these  phrases  was  relative,  and 
that  a  lofty  ideal  of  virtue  induced  a 
somewhat  depreciatory  view  of  one's  own 
merits. 

*'  If  I  had  my  own  way  with  the 
Liturgy,"  said  Frank,  "I  should  adopt 
some  expressions  a  httle  more  consistent 
with  self-respect." 

But  Frank  would  scarcely  have  hated 
his  father  so  cordially  had  it  not  been  for 
that  sore  about  his  work.  Mr.  Browne 
had  thought  proper  to  bind  Frank  to 
certain  payments  after  his. death,  in  part 
because  he  chose  not  to  cui-tail  his  estab- 
hshment  while  his  daughters  were  of 
marriageable  age,  and  partly  because,  as 
the  price  of  his  admission  to  the  firm, 
Frank  would  be  duly  called  upon  to  make 
such  payments.  But  Frank  knew  that 
his  father  had  no  wish  to  impoverish  him 
by  these  charges,  nor  to  reduce  the  firm 
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to  a  lower  rank  in  the  rising  generation. 
On  the  contrary,  this  very  prospect 
sonred  the  old  Tory  against  the  yonng 
Tory,  the  latter  declaring  that  the  Board 
of  Guardians,  and  the  Turnpike  Trust, 
and  the  Commissioners  of  all  sorts  of 
local  institutions  were  a  parcel  of  un- 
blessed Kadicals,  and  that  he  would  chuck 
their  clerkships  into  the  gutter.  It  far- 
ther leaked  out  that  an  aspiring  young 
solicitor  of  contraband  prochvities  had 
been  making  interest  among  the  Justices 
of  the  Peace  for  the  reversion  of  their 
clerkship,  which  office  Mr.  Browne, 
senior,  considered  the  crowning  glory  of 
his  professional  career,  and  was  naturally 
anxious  to  secure  for  his  son  after  him. 
Frank  had  heard  of  this  mine,  and  had 
neglected  to  countermine,  the  truth  being 
that  he  disHked  all  these  clerkships,  and 
thought  that  he  saw  his  way  so  to  in- 
crease the  office-work  as  to  be  indepen- 
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dent  of  them.  But  why  should  he  exert 
himseK  to  do  so  during  his  father's  Hfe- 
time  ?  "I  am  only  to  have  two  hundred 
pounds  a  year  till  he  dies,"  Frank  would 
say  to  a  particular  friend  who  was  calmly 
endeavouring  to  reason  him  into  a  more 
filial  state  of  mind  on  this  suhject.  *^  And 
what  would  be  the  use  of  my  making 
money  for  him  to  put  by  for  Albert,  who 
will  end  by  eloping  with  a  scullery-maid 
and  marrying  her,  and  having  nineteen 
children  with  hare-hps  and  no  roofs  to 
their  mouths?  " 

But  Frank  extended  his  animosities  no 
further.  Perhaps  he  thought  Joan  a  fool 
not  to  have  married  and  got  off  his  hands 
(prospectively)  when  she  had  her  chance, 
and  perhaps  he  despised  her  accordingly. 
He  also  thought  his  mother  weak  for 
conspiring  with  his  father  against  him. 
But,  for  that  matter,  his  opinion  was  that 
a  wife  should  side  with  her  husband  in  all 


16  WON  AT  LAST  ! 

things  (his  wrong  heing  right  for  her)  ; 
and  Frank  resolved  that  whenever  he 
took  a  wife,  that  devoted  lady  should 
perform  such  a  duty  to  him. 

Eobert,  the  soldier,  was  already  com- 
fortably provided  for  ;  Mr.  Browne's  elder 
brother,  the  territorial  head  of  the 
family,  having  charged  his  paternal  acres 
with  an  annuity  of  two  hundred  pounds 
a  year  for  his  military  nephew.  And 
though  Hubert  was  an  expense  and  a 
present  burden  on  the  finances  of  the 
house,  yet  Frank  more  than  suspected 
that  his  father  had  a  private  purse  laid 
aside  for  starting  that  young  gentleman 
in  life,  so  careful  had  the  good  man 
always  proved  himseK  to  leave  his  house 
in  order  if  he  should  be  called  away. 
Moreover,  Frank  was  proud  of  the  boy, 
and  liked  him;  for  Hubert  was  bashful, 
ingenuous,  and  brave,  and  excellent  in  all 
the  athletic  sports  of  youth.      To  what 
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extent  Frank's  generosity  might  have 
endowed  his  younger  brother  is  doubtful ; 
but,  if  necessary,  he  certainly  would  have 
played  the  elder  brother's  part  with  some 
degree  of  beneficence  and  with  con- 
scious pride. 

Nelly,  too,  was  a  permanent  entry  in 
Frank's  good  books.  When  he  could 
spare  the  time,  he  was  almost  always 
pleased  to  take  her  where  she  would ;  for 
was  she  not  both  ladylike  and  beautiful  ? 
And  was  he  not  in  some  measure  her 
patron  and  guardian  ?  Yet  he  would 
caution  her  sagely,  after  one  of  her 
innocent  skirmishes  with  the  ruder  sex, 
in  which  she  invariably  fought  single- 
handed  against  odds. 

*' You  shouldn't  have  too  many  fellows 
about  you,  my  Nelly,"  he  would  sa}^  to 
her.  ^^  It  keeps  the  best  sort  of  fellows 
at  a  distance,  and  will  make  all  the 
women  mad  if  you  don't  drop  it.     That 

VOL.  TI.  c 
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sort  of  thing  is  very  well  for  a  debutante 
for  the  first  few  months,  as  long  as  it's 
the  fashion  for  every  one  to  pet  her.  But 
you  must  pitch  half  of  them  overhoard 
now.  Depend  upon  it,  a  girl  who  goes 
about  like  a  comet,  with  a  ridiculous  long 
train  of  idiots,  will  never  get  a  berth 
among  the  stars." 

''  Pray  interpret,  Mr.  Oracle,"  says 
Nelly,  demurely. 

'^  I  mean,  dear,  that  a  woman  without 
birth  or  fortune  who  encourages  more 
than  one  admirer  at  a  time  has  very  little 
chance  of  being  bien  vue  in  good  society." 

Perhaps  Frank's  pronunciation  of  the 
vue  is  not  strictly  Parisian.  Perhaps  his 
sister  desires  a  Httle  reprisal. 

^^  Bien  who?"  she  asks  innocently. 
^^  Bien  vousV  What  does  it  mean, 
Msieu'  Mentor  1  " 

''  Oh,  if  you  want  lessons  in  colloquial 
French,  you  had  better  send  for  our 
linguist,"  Frank  retorts. 
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**  I  will  tell  Mr.  Lane  what  you  say. 
See  if  I  don't,"  Nelly  rejoins.  ''I  am 
sure  he  does  not  regard  me  in  the  hght 
of  a  comet." 

'^If  all  the  men  were  like  Lane, 
my  dear,"  Frank  adds,  "it  would  not 
matter  so  much.  But  some  fellows  have 
no  dignity  or  reticence.  If  a  pretty  girl 
smiles  upon  them,  they  fancy  they  have 
made  a  conquest,  and  go  and  prattle 
about  it.  Then  other  girls  get  hold  of 
the  story  and  set  up  a  scream  of  horror ; 
being  deadly  jealous  because  their  own 
smiles  don't  tell.  Then  a  lot  of  old  cats 
(and  pottering  old  men  who  are  no  better) 
take  up  the  cry,  until  the  poor  girl's 
name  and  fame  are  caterwauled  over  half 
the  house-tops  in  the  town." 

But  taking  all  things  into  consider- 
ation, Frank's  fraternal  affection  inclined 
most  towards  Janet.  She  would  never 
cost    him    a    shilling :    that    was    clear. 
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Again,  she  would  probably  marry,  and 
might  happen  to  have  no  children,  and 
to  leave  her  money  to  his.  At  soma 
future  time  she  would  probably  take  Joan 
off  his  hands,  or  even  Nelly,  if  that  little 
luminary  should  come  to  grief  among  the 
pitiless  stars.  A  hundred  things  might 
happen.  And  in  that  other  respectj 
Janet  was  no  comet.  If  she  was  a  Httle 
too  reserved  with  women,  at  least  she 
held  her  own  among  men.  No  jackass 
could  boast  of  her  favour.  Indeed,  Frank 
had  been  much  puzzled  at  her  jpoco 
cur  ante  social  airs,  and  at  the  absolute 
indifference  with  which  she  met  the  ad- 
vances of  her  admirers,  until  he  began 
to  suspect  her  covert  preference  for  his 
saturnine  friend.  At  first,  too,  he  only 
reckoned  that  a  girhsh  freak,  and  thought, 
shrewdly  enough,  that  her  wish  to  be 
admired  or  noticed  by  Mr.  Lane  was 
evanescent,  and  provoked  by  his  apparent 
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unconsciousness  of  her  charms.  How- 
ever that  might  be,  Janet's  manner  was 
very  nice,  and  quite  up  to  Frank's  ideal. 
Some  persons  objected  to  her  silent  habit, 
and  set  it  down  variously  to  pride,  shy- 
ness, or  stupidity.  But  Frank  liked  it. 
He  objected  to  a  woman  who  was  "  all 
jaw,  like  a  sheep's  head"  (his  own  ex- 
pression for  feminine  elocution),  and  de- 
clared with  emphasis  that  the  highest 
gift  the  gods  could  bestow  on  a  girl 
already  endowed  with  beauty  was  the  art 
of  saying  Httle,  but  saying  that  Httle 
gracefully.  And  then  Janet  made  a  rule 
of  only  dancing  once  with  the  same  man 
at  a  ball,  though  not  seldom  hardly 
pressed  to  yield  a  point  in  favour  of  some 
champion  in  scarlet  and  gold,  or  some 
swell  in  the  civil  costume  of  a  waiter. 
This  being  evident,  and  indeed  ob\dous, 
excited  the  T\Tath  of  faded  wallflowers, 
and  Frank  saw  that  if  she  had  been  less 
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circumspect  tongues  would  wag  about 
her.  Besides  which,  in  any  social  diffi- 
culty she  always  appealed  to  Frank,  and 
never  disputed  his  sentence.  She  re- 
spected his  opinion  and  enjoyed  his  little 
jokes,  often  slyly  inventing  an  occasion 
for  him  to  repeat  the  latter.  At  any 
moment  she  would  pop  on  her  tiny 
thimble  and  deftly  mend  his  gloves. 
Jouvin  hadn't  a  girl  in  his  factory  who 
could  touch  her.  Every  Monday  she 
attended  to  the  buttons  on  his  shirts, 
which  services  seemed  rather  to  be  a 
pleasure  than  a  burden  to  her.  On  one 
occasion  she  actually  proposed  to  darn 
his  socks  ;  but  that  he  forbade.  He 
wouldn't  have  her  delicacy  of  touch  and 
handhng  degraded  to  such  mechanic 
drudgery.  Happy  Frank !  Here  and 
there  a  husband  would  exchange  his 
wife  for  such  a  sister. 

**  A  gem  of  sisters  you  are,  my  Janet," 
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he  would  say  to  her.     "  I  wonder  what 
sort  of  a  wife  you'll  make  ?  " 

And  once  only  she  answered  (and 
Frank,  passing  languidly  to  another  sub- 
ject, still  pondered  on  the  answer),  "That 
depends  upon  whether  I  get  my  hushaiid 
or  no." 

^^  My  husband''  Frank  repeats  in  so- 
liloquy later  in  the  day.  ' '  And  by  that 
you  mean  Joan's  Bete-noir,  Vavii  de  noire 
maison,  my  Veiled  Prophet  of  Gottingen, 
and  by  Zeus  (if  I  remember  aright,  he 
presided  over  fiiendship),  the  only  man  I 
ever  knew  worthy  of  the  name  of  friend. 
I  am  not  quite  a  Yicar's  Moses,  but 
I  could  trust  Lane  if  he  had  got  into 
the  centre  of  a  maze,  and  very  few 
other  men  I  know  round  a  corner,  i.e.  if 
their  opportunity  jumped  T\ith  their 
desire,  and  no  fear  of  consequences 
impended." 

Aj^res  le  bal.      The   Tuesday  morning 
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has  arrived,  the  languid,  washed-out,  limp, 
pallid  November  morning,  when  (as  the 
Reverend  Melanchthon  Marmaduke  ele- 
gantly expresses  his  dolorous  sentiments 
on  this  subject) — ^when  '^the  jaded  vota- 
ries of  Terpsichore  silently  regret  those 
nocturnal  excesses  amidst  which  they 
have  pandered  to  the  World,  the  Flesh, 
and  the  Devil."  Our  penitent  votaries 
have  indeed  submitted  to  the  filial  pen- 
ance, and  eaten  a  more  or  less  hearty 
breakfast  at  8.45  a.m.  They  have  apolo- 
gised to  their  guest.  Miss  Philadelphia 
Lyte,  for  that  pandering  to  the  Powers  of 
Evil  on  the  very  evening  of  her  arrival. 
They  have  explained  to  her  that  it  was 
the  first  of  the  three  great  ''  Hunt  Balls  " 
of  the  season,  from  which  no  fair  Pedling- 
tonian  dares  to  absent  herself,  under 
penalty  of  omission  from  the  future  list. 
She  has  graciously  condoned  their  ofi'ence, 
with  a  sly  remark  that  the  first  ball  was 
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dedicated  in  all  probability  only  to  the 
world,  the  second  and  third  to  the  flesh 
and  that  person  in  black.  Moreover,  that 
the  Pedlingtonian  huntsmen  used  in  her 
day  to  understand  the  conditions  of  a 
successful  ball  far  too  well  to  strike  out 
such  pretty  names  as  those  of  Janet  and 
Nelly  Browne.  And  poor  Frank  is  now — 
for  business  must  be  attended  to — sitting 
before  his  mirror,  making  his  office  toilet 
in  his  dressing-room,  when  he  sees  the 
reflection  of  Janet's  face,  somewhat 
sad,  above  his  own  in  the  mirror.  But 
this  Adonis  imperturbably  continues  the 
disposition  of  his  neck-tie.  If  the  reflec- 
tion were  (supposing  such  a  thing  pos- 
sible) that  of  a  disembodied  sire,  his 
languid  utterance  would  neither  fail  nor 
falter. 

''  Dropped  a  shilling  and  picked  up  six- 
pence, Janet  ?  "  he  calmly  inquires. 

A  httle  fleeting  smile  passes  over  the 
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reflection  of  Janet's  face,  leaving  gloom 
as  before. 

"  Ee — aw  !  "  cries  Frank,  playfully 
drawing  the  first  note  in  a  shrill  falsetto 
from  the  recesses  of  his  stomach,  and 
bawling  out  the  second  in  a  bronchial 
bass,  at  the  same  time  drawing  a  linen 
cloth  round  his  neck  and  shoulders,  and 
beginning  to  operate  on  his  scanty  locks 
with  a  pair  of  ivory-backed  hair-brushes. 

''I  wish  you  wouldn't,"  pleads  a  voice 
behind  him,  in  a  tone  half  of  petulant 
anger,  half  amusement. 

"Ah,  but,  my  dear,"  urges  Frank, 
wilfully  misunderstanding  her — ''  ah,  but, 
my  dear,  if  my  hair  were  in  the  smallest 
degree  dishevelled,  or  not  quite  ambrosial, 
we  should  lose  the  only  client  we  have 
left.  And  then  what  would  become  of 
Sister,  and  Nelly,  and  Berty  ?  " 

''Don't  be  redic'lous,"  retorts  Janet, 
with  difficulty  suppressing  a  laugh. 
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"  Stoopid  ball,  was  it  not  ?  "'  Frank 
asks,  as  she  gives  him  the  lead. 

^'  Odious  I  "  she  replies  vdili  energy. 
"Odious!  What  did  you  try  to  make 
Mr.  Martin  tipsy  for  ?  " 

"  I  ? "  exclaims  Frank,  in  a  tone  of 
grievous  injury.  "It  was  Fuller.  The 
ruffian !  And  then  made  me  ashamed  to 
be  seen  with  him  by  laughing  in  that 
uproarious  maimer." 

"Z  didn't  see  anything  to  laugh  at," 
says  Janet. 

"Nor  did  I,"  Frank  quietly  adds,  still 
plying  the  elegant  hair-brushes. 

"  Then  why  did  you  go  on  like  that  ?  " 
Janet  inquires. 

By  way  of  answer  Frank  throws  up  his 
chin  in  a  most  asinine  manner,  and  again 
cries,  "  Ee  —  aw!"  so  irresistibly  that 
Janet  fairly  laughs  against  her  will,  and 
blushes  delightfully.  She  knows  that 
this  bray  is  understood  to   be  an  imita- 
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tion  of  Martin's  laugh.  And  Martin, 
though  only  nineteen  years  of  age,  is  an 
elegant  young  man,  an  only  son,  and  is 
devoted  to  Janet. 

Frank  now  turns  his  chair  half  round 
(it  turns  upon  a  screw,  hke  a  Sybarite's 
music-stool),  and  devotes  considerable 
attention  to  his  finger-nails,  which  he 
trims  with  an  instrument  of  ivory.  Look- 
ing up  at  Janet  for  a  moment,  quite 
casually,  he  adds — 

'^  No  one  you  care  about  was  there, 
I  think  ?  " 

^'I  like  Mr.  Martin  very  much,"  says 
Janet.  "And  if  his  voice  is  breaking,  I 
see  nothing  to  laugh  at  in  that." 

'*  And  Fuller  ?  "  Frank  inquires. 

'^  Can't  bear  him,"  is  the  decided 
answer. 

"  Very  distinguished  ofiicer,"  urges 
Frank.  "  Man  of  good  family.  Nice 
little  estate  of  his  own  down  in  Oxford- 
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sliire.  Chivalrous  sort  of  fellow  too,  I'm 
told,  in  his  ideas  about  women." 

'^  Be  quiet,  do  I  "  is  the  strange  remon- 
strance. 

''Well,"  Frank  replies  with  resignation 
— "well!  De  giistibus  non.  I  can  only 
say  he  admires  you  extravagantly,  and 
though  perhaps  a  little  boisterous  at  times, 
is  one  of  the  few  honest,  straightforward, 
gentleman-like  men  in  this  nasty  radical 
town.     But  de  gustihus  non.^' 

"I  don't  know  anything  about  gusti- 
hus,'' says  the  young  lady,  with  con- 
spicuous veracity;  "  but  I  know  I  do  not 
like  Captain  Fuller.  And  I  wonder  at 
your  taste,  Frank." 

''  At  my  taste  only,  my  Janet  ?  I  sup- 
pose you  know  that  our  mysterious  friend 
Lane  has  known  Fuller  all  his  life,  and 
has  the  very  highest  regard  for  him,  and 
interest  in  his  happiness  ?  As  Frank  says 
this  still  in  his  drawling,  careless  way,  he 
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looks  up  from  a  favourite  finger-nail,  and 
sees  Janet  blushing  crimson,  and  her  eyes 
flashing  like  sapphires  set  in  diamonds. 
So  he  returns  to  the  nail,  giving  her  a 
minute's  grace,  then  resumes,  "  Don't 
you  wonder  why  Lane  never  shows  him- 
self at  a  haU  ?  " 

*^  I  see  nothing  mysterious  about  him 
at  all,"  is  the  strange  answer ;  then  a 
moment  hesitation,  then  an  outburst : 
"  And  what  you  gentlemen  do  see  to 
like  in  each  other  I  don't  know." 

But  Frank  calmly  resumed,  "I  fancied 
he  thought  balls  worldly,  or  unconverted, 
or  some  humbug  of  that  kind." 

'^  Is  that  so  ?  "  Janet  asked  thought- 
fully. Frank's  disregard  of  her  challenge 
has  humbled  her. 

**  Oh  no.  He  says  the  girls  get  them- 
selves up  for  admiration,  and  go  there 
expressly  to  be  admired,  and  to  have 
things    said   to    them  which    they   don't 
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believe,  and  wouldn't  listen  to  else- 
where." 

"  I  don't  see  any  harm  in  looking  nice 
now  and  then,"  Janet  urges  vaguely  on 
behalf  of  her  sex. 

'^  No,"  Frank  rejoins.  ''  But  going 
about  admiring  girls,  talking  egregious, 
nonsense  to  them,  and  hopping  about  like 
a  pea  on  a  hot  shovel,  is  not  in  his  line. 
It's  all  very  well  for  me,  as  it  is  my  duty 
to  take  care  of  you  and  Nelly.  And  it 
suits  those  fellows  at  the  depot.  But 
Lane  has  something  else  to  think  about." 

^'  Does  he  dance  ? "  the  young  lady 
inquires. 

'^  I  expect  not,"  her  brother  says. 
"  I  hinted  to  him  that  you  don't  waltz 
badly,  which  you  really  do  not,  with  a 
good  partner." 

^'  How  redic'loiLS  vou  are,  Frank  !  " 

''  I  don't  mean  anything  of  course,  you 
know  :  "  and  T  thought  even  Diogenes,  or 
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the  ghost  in  Hamlet,  would  be  glad  to 
hear  of  a  decent  partner  in  these  degene- 
rate days?"  So  says  Frank,  languidly 
rising  and  apparently  dropping  the 
subject,  now  that  his  toilet  is  com- 
pleted. But  Janet,  closing  with  him, 
and  giving  him  a  little  affectionate  pinch 
on  the  tender  part  of  his  arm,  asks, 
"When  yon  said  that  nonsense  about 
me,  what  did  Mr.  Lane  say  ?  " 

''He  made  a  very  striking  observa- 
tion." 

''What  was  it?" 

"  One  which  proved  to  me  what  I  have 
always  thought,  that  Lane  is  a  man  of 
refined  taste,  and  with  a  high  appreciation 
of  the  beautiful  and  the  graceful." 

"Oh,  whatwsiS  it  ?  " 

"  He  stared  at  me  as  if  I  were  a  pane 
of  glass  and  he  saw  something  more 
interesting  on  the  other  side  of  me,  and 
said,  In-deed ! " 
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At  first  Janet's  high-pitclied  curiosity 
refuses  to  sink  to  this  level.  But 
gradually  the  cold,  blank  indifference  of 
that  dreamy  word  reveals  itself  to  her 
mind.  She  sees  in  phantasy  a  ^ivid 
representation  of  the  scene  ;  Mr.  Lane 
rigid,  statuesque,  abstractedly  gazing 
into  space  ;  Frank  gracefully  _po5^',  in- 
troducing the  subject  (as  it  were) 
casually,  speaking  first  about  balls  gene- 
rally, then  about  dancing  generally,  then 
about  waltzing  in  particular,  then  of 
partners,  good,  bad,  and  indifferent,  then 
of  his  own  sisters  as  partners,  lastly  of  her, 
Janet,  as  a  good  partner  in  the  waltz. 
She  sees  Mr.  Lane  still  gazing  into  space, 
thinking  or  musing  on  higher  topics,  but 
catching  Frank's  words  and  theit'  import 
as  in  a  dream,  and  supposing  that  courtesy 
demanded  an  answer,  dreamily  responding, 
"Indeed!  "  then  continuing  to  muse  on 
those  higher  topics,  far  away  and  above, 

YOL.  II.  D 
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out  of  Janet's  reach,  beyond  lier  ken. 
''  Indeed ! " 

She  throws  away  Frank's  arm,  which  a 
moment  before  she  was  tenderly  chnging 
to.  '^  You  provoking  creature  !  "  she  cries. 

Frank  feels  for  his  pretty  ^protegee, 
but  is  resolved  to  warn  her  of  im- 
pending danger.  ^'Now  that  we  are 
talking  about  Lane,"  he  continues,  as 
if  the  merest  accident  had  brought 
that  gentleman's  name  on  the  tapis, 
''  I  will  tell  you  something  else  about 
him.  He  is  not  quite  such  a 
poor  devil  as  people  think.  [Frank 
meant  no  disparagement  by  this  term. 
He  would  have  called  SS.  Peter,  James 
and  John,  Francisco  Xavier,  or  Isaac 
Newton  ^'  poor  devils  "  had  he  lived  in 
their  day.]  He  will  be  well  off  some 
day.  And,  what  is  more  to  the  purpose, 
he  is  well  connected — a  Devonshire  Lane, 
I  beheve   (Lord    Sandilands,  you   know, 
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is  the  head  of  the  family).  AucT  our 
friend  is  much  too  proud  to  jump 
down  your  throat.  Depend  upon  it,  he 
will  never  marry  a  giii  with  money  till 
he  comes  into  his  own,  which  may  be 
rather  less  than  a  hundred  years  hence." 

*^  Would  he  marry  one  without  f " 
Janet  asks,  pensively.   ■ 

"Doubtful,"  is  the  laconic  answer. 
But  the  important  ceremony  of  di'essing 
for  the  office  being  now  concluded  to  the 
lawyer's  satisfaction,  and  a  concession  of 
some  minutes  already  made  to  fraternal 
affection,  Frank  lounges  elegantly  away, 
leaving  Janet  disconsolate,  pouting,  lean- 
ing back  against  the  chest  of  drawers 
with  a  finger  to  her  hp. 

Turning  back  at  the  head  of  the  stairs 
he  just  looks  into  his  own  room  again, 
saying  languidly,  "  Oh  I  ah  !  By-the- 
way,  shall  you  look  particularly  nice 
to-night,  Janet?  " 
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Starting  into  sudden  emphasis,  slie 
replies,  ^^  No ;  I  shall  not.'" 

A  subtle  smile  flickers  about  Frank's 
countenance. 

^^I  would,  if  I  were  you,"  he  drawls. 
^^'The  Old  Bird'  (by  which  term  he 
designated  their  guest  Miss  Lyte)  ^^  likes 
to  see  every  one  spry  and  spruce.  And, 
now  I  think  of  it,  Lane  is  coming  in  for 
an  hour  this  eyening,  if  he's  not  stifled  in 
the  ragged  school  first,  or  garrotted  on 
his  way  down  here." 

Was  that  '^  music  from  the  spheres  ?  " 
Janet's  face  is  illuminated  with  joy. 

''  What  did  you  say  about  his  being 
stifled?  "  she  asks,  running  up  to  Frank, 
and  again  embracing  the  fraternal  biceps. 

''Oh,  don't  you  know?"  Frank  ex- 
plains. "  Not  having  enough  of  the 
three  E's  in  the  daytime,  every  Tuesday 
and  Friday  evening  he  superintends  a 
school  which  some  crackbrained  radicals 
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have  established  up  by  the  barracks  for 
all  the  scum  of  the  town.  I  went  there 
with  him  one  evening,  and  smelt  it.  I 
had  saturated  my  handkerchief  with 
Ess.  Bouquet  and  filled  my  pockets 
with  Tonquin  beans ;  but  all  in  vain  ;  I 
was  obhged  to  send  that  suit  of  clothes 
to  Westphaha  to  be  fumigated.  We 
occasionally  favour  some  of  Lane's  aro- 
matic pupils  with  an  interview  at  Petty 
Sessions,  you  know,  and  provide  them 
with  board  and  lodging  and  wholesome 
exercise  at  the  pubhc  expense.  I 
thought  Lane  might  have  put  them  off 
for  once.  But,  as  I  said  before,  there  is 
no  accounting  for  tastes.  De  gustibus 
nony 

After  a  little  thoughtful  pause  Janet 
says  (still  chnging  to  the  biceps),  "  And 
about  being  garrotted?  But  what  non- 
sense !  As  if  Mr.  Lane  could  not  dispose 
of  your  garrotters.     I  should  like  to  see 
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the  wi'etches  who  would  dare  to  lay  a 
hand  upon  him  !  Why,  one  of  his  looks 
would  he  enough.  Garrotters,  indeed  !  " 
Thereupon  she  again  indignantly  drops 
Frank's  arm. 

The  sagacious  reader  will  have  divined 
the  lurking  motive  which  brought  Janet 
to  her  brother's  room  for  a  private  inter- 
view, and  will  doubtless  have  noticed  how 
warily  that  cold-blooded  counsellor  had 
suffered  her  to  approach  the  central  topic, 
to  pick  up  her  coveted  scraps  of  inform- 
ation, meanwhile  revealing  her  secret 
heart  to  his  vigilant  eye. 

He  may  go  now.  He  has  at  length 
parted  with  his  treasure,  and  left  Janet 
passing  rich  in  anticipation.  Will  she 
^'  look  particularly  nice  to-night,"  as  her 
brother  advised  ?  If  we  peruse  the  next 
chapter,  we  shall  see. 

Going  straight  to  her  maiden  bower, 
Janet  helps,  or  hinders,  in  ''  making  the 
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bed."  This  is  absolutely,  and  as  she 
thinks,  uni'easonably  forbidden,  and  is 
therefore  an  apple  of  Eden  to  Janet. 
Then  she  bustles  the  langhing  honse- 
maids  out,  locks  the  door,  htters  the 
chamber  with  drapery,  gets  her  mind  into 
a  similar  state  of  confusion,  and  sitting 
down  in  the  midst  of  it,  muses.  She 
was  wont  to  call  such  a  mental  pro- 
cess '^  thinking;"  now  she  has  adopted 
Mr.  Lane's  more  accurate  term,  and  calls 
it  ^'  musing." 

Fii'st,  of  the  ragged  school,  as  Frank 
calls  it,  though  she  has  previously  been 
given  to  understand  that  the  ''  crack- 
brained  radicals "  in  question  call  it  a 
*'  night-school,"  and  estimate  that  the 
work  of  the  J.P.'s,  and  consequently  of 
their  clerk,  Walter  Browne,  Esq.,  and  of 
his  able  deputy,  Frank,  is  diminished  at 
Petty  Sessions  in  a  corresponding  ratio  to 
the  increase  of  their  demented  labours. 
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^^  How  delightful,"  is  Janet's  reflection, 
^*  to  go  and  teach  poor  dirty  creatures  for 
nothing  !  "  To  be  very  strong  and  yet  to 
do  no  harm,  but  only  good  !  Why  is  she 
not  a  man,  that  she  too  may  do  such 
noble  things  ?  Papa  and  Frank  may 
sneer  if  they  like.  Will  not  those  drops 
of  knowledge  fill  the  ^'  cup  of  cold  water  " 
which  Mr.  Lane  is  giving  to  more  than 
^'  one  of  these  httle  ones,"  these  poor 
sinners,  in  the  name  of  One  who  himself 
was  poor  and  unlearned  ?  May  not 
Janet's  loving  instinct  be  better  than 
her  father's  and  her  brother's  *'fine  old 
Enghsh  "  conservatism,  wiser  than  their 
self-satisfied  ^^  worldly  wisdom?"  But 
is  he  not  ^'  doing  harm,"  though  not  to 
others,  to  himself.  Has  she  not  seen  him 
looking  haggard,  vext,  and  jaded,  but 
brighten  up  when  his  eye  caught  hers  ? 
Alas  !  how  httle  light  she  can  contribute 
to  his  life  !     And  did  not  Frank  this  very 
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morning  compare  him  to  that  old  thing 
in  the  tub,  and  to  that  ghost  in  the  play  ? 
Can  she  not  share  or  in  some  way 
alleviate  his  painful  toil  ?  Is  there 
nothing  which  Janet  can  do  ?  How 
trumpery  her  life  must  seem  to  Mr. 
Lane,  with  nothing  to  do  but  to  "  look 
nice  "  and  be  smiling  and  good-tempered, 
and  not  always  sncc ceding  even  in  that ! 
The  five  intellectual  Misses  Delavine, 
daughters  of  the  Clerk  of  the  Peace, 
teach  in  the  Sunday-school,  and  two  of 
them  visit  a  district,  '^  But  papa  says  it 
is  only  to  gossip  and  play  with  the 
curates.  Eose  and  Clara  Ormsby  help 
to  decorate  their  church.  But  Frank 
used  to  sneer  at  all  that  soii:  of  thing 
before  he  began  to  like  Clara.  He  used 
to  say  it  was  unbecoming  for  girls  to  do 
curates'  and  sextons'  work,  and  ask  if 
they  would  take  to  grave-digging  next. 
I    should  like   to   help    to   decorate    our 
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churcli  for  Christmas.  But  Mr.  Key 
has  formed  his  committee  now,  and  they 
would  only  laugh  at  me.  Besides  which, 
papa  wouldn't  let  me  go." 

Then,  in  despair,  Janet's  mind  gives 
up  the  desire  for  work,  as  if  such  a 
luxury  were  wholly  out  of  reach  in  this 
world  of  compulsory  idleness.  Next  she 
recalls  what  Frank  said  about  Mr.  Lane 
being  unwilling  to  marry  a  girl  with 
money,  about  his  not  hopping  hke  a 
pea  on  a  hot  shovel,  about  his  in- 
difference to  her  dancing  well,  his 
objection  to  seeing  girls  lay  themselves 
out  for  admiration.  And  for  each  of 
these  pecuharities  peculiar  Janet  Browne 
regards  Mr.  Lane  and  his  reluctance  to 
pay  mere  customary  and  perfunctory 
compliments,  more  than  other  men,  but 
above  all  for  his  devotion  to  ^'the 
damp  ragamuffins"  of  the  '^  ragged- 
school." 
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At  length  slie  winds  up  her  contempla- 
tion with  a  httle  nod,  a  glance  of  coming 
triumph  in  her  eye  and  a  fixed  resolve 
upon  her  hp. 

^'  He  shall  admire  me^  though,"  she 
says  to  herself. 
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CHAPTEK  II. 

SPAEEING. 

The  eventful  Tuesday  evening  having 
arrived,  and  dinner  discussed  by  the 
select  fourteen,  the  company  now  as- 
sembled in  the  drawing-room  was  the 
elite  of  Pedlington,  as  Frank  had  pre- 
dicted in  his  note  of  invitation  to  Mr. 
Lane.  Among  the  gentlemen  were  the 
Clerk  of  the  Peace,  a  very  taU  portentous 
man,  who  seemed  to  carry  his  figurative 
skeleton  about  with  him  in  the  same  suit 
of  clothes  with  his  literal  one,  instead 
of  leaving  it  in  the  traditional  closet  at 
home.  Colloquially,  this  gentleman  was 
spoken   of   in   genteel   society  as    ^'  The 
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Peace,"  but  the  imYar}'ing  perturbation 
of  his  aspect  had  induced  the  wags  of 
Pedhngton  to  call  him  "  Peace  where 
there  is  no  peace."  Indeed,  our  elegant 
acquaintance,  Frank  Browne,  was  ac- 
cused of  having  invented  this  sarcasm, 
in  his  wrath  at  the  best  appointment  in 
the  county  having  gone  to  the  Delavines 
instead  of  coming  into  his  ovra  firm. 
This  angular  and  unattractive  gentleman, 
besides  being  comfortably  padded  with 
five  daughters,  aU  more  or  less  attractive^ 
was  admu'ably  set  ofi"  this  evening  in 
contrast  with  Captain  Fuller,  a  knight 
of  Balaclava,  and  a  person  of  genial, 
inexhaustible  simphcity.  The  clerical 
profession  was  in  force,  being  repre- 
sented by  Mr.  Ormsby,  an  honorary 
canon,  and  a  churchman  of  the  old 
school  ;  the  Eev.  Cyprian  Key,  the 
new  rector  of  the  mother  parish,  who 
belonged    to     the     advanced     school    of 
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Catholic  Anglicans  ;  and  a  curate  of 
Evangelical  views  attached  to  the  ''  dry 
dock  "  church,  in  which  Mr.  Browne 
performed  his  exemplary  devotions.  A 
potentate  darkly  connected  with  a  great 
brewing  firm,  hut  splendidly  enriched  by 
the  said  connection,  also  exhibited  his 
proportions  on  Mrs.  Browne's  carpet.  A 
physician  in  practice,  a  barrister  out  of 
practice,  a  political  refugee,  and  our 
young  friend  Martin  of  Plumstead  Manor, 
completed  the  list  of  male  guests.  Some 
of  these  gentlemen  had  wives  and  daugh- 
ters, some  the  former  only,  one  the  latter 
only,  others  neither. 

Mrs.  Browne's  parties,  though  unas- 
suming, were  always  more  or  less  success- 
ful, partly  owing  to  some  abstruse  skill 
of  hers  in  soiling  her  guests,  partly  to 
her  own  inherent  qualities  as  a  hostess. 
Wherever  this  good  lady  went,  envy  and 
mahce  slunk  away,  and  charity  broke  like 
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a  sunbeam  on  the  heart.  Not  that  she 
was  enabled  by  her  presence  in  one  spot 
to  exorcise  those  demons  and  shed  that 
radiance  throughout  the  room ;  but  that 
by  circulating  among  the  company  the 
enemy  had  to  keep  up  a  running  fight, 
and  do  mischief  only  with  his  stern- 
chasers. 

The  party  had  fallen  easily  into  groups. 
Three  intellectual  daughters  of  "  The 
Peace  "  engaged  the  two  younger  divines 
and  the  ex-barrister.  A  fourth  occupied 
the  brewer,  or  rather  the  gentleman  ob- 
scurely connected  with  malt,  who  was 
evidently  plotting  an  escape,  and  direct- 
ing piteous  glances  towards  Nelly,  who 
sat  in  a  corner  studiously  contemplating 
the  carpet,  and  doubtless  watching  for 
her  opportunity  of  a  hvely  skirmish. 
Frank  flirted  elegantly  with  the  canon's 
musical  daughter,  a  pale  Httle  woman 
with   light    hak    and    a   white    camellia 
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nestling  in  it.  Yonng  Martin  of  Plnm- 
stead  Manor  was  being  talked  to  by  his 
host,  an  honour  seldom  accorded  to 
young  or  old,  and  in  this  instance  feebly 
appreciated ;  for  Martin  fidgeted  from 
foot  to  foot,  eyeing  Janet  askance  as 
she  sat  on  a  sofa  vnth.  Mrs.  Ormsby. 
In  front  of  these  ladies  stood  Captain 
Fuller,  talking  very  loud  in  his  artless 
way,  enjoying  Martin's  predicament, 
thinking  he  had  got  the  course  clear 
of  that  inevitable  '^  Mr.  Lane  "  for  once, 
and  resolved  to  make  the  most  of  his 
opportunity.  The  refugee,  a  small 
sallow  personage,  with  a  disproportion- 
ately large  and  preternaturally  purple 
moustache,  was  conversing  fluently  in 
French  with  Miss  Lyte,  a  charming 
elderly  lady,  with  much  vivacity  of 
countenance,  and  beautiful  httle  hands 
folded  in  her  lap. 

In  the  mean  time  Albeii;,  bald,  bland. 
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*^  wliite-breasted,  like  the  j^ard,"  but 
without  the  ferocity  of  that  feHue  per- 
former, hovered  about  serenely,  di'opping 
a  facetious  j)l6asantry  here,  a  neatly 
turned  compliment  there. 

**  You're  as  full  of  little  quips  as  a 
sausage  is  of  cat's-meat,"  said  Frank, 
sneering  at  him  when  they  chanced  to 
encounter.  ''  A  pity  no  one  seems  to 
appreciate  you." 

^^  Ah,  well,"  sighed  Albert,  with  comic 
resignation — "  well,  vii'tue  is  its  own 
reward." 

*'Yii"tue,  and  two  hundi-ed  a  year  for 
doing  nothing,"  retorted  Frank,  with 
acrimony. 

"Excuse  me,  Frank,"  pleaded  the 
gentle  Albeii; — "a  hundred  only,  while 
enjoying  the  amenities  of  a  home."  And 
so  speaking,  without  a  touch  of  percep- 
tible ii'ony  in  voice  or  manner,  he  turned 
away  from   his  unfraternal  relative,  and 

VOL.  ir.  B 
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nursed  his  own  increasing  uneasiness, 
for  Albert's  misgivings  had  lately  settled 
into  a  conviction  that  Janet  cared  rather 
too  much  for  Mr.  .Lane.  ^' Too  much, 
if  as  yet  only  a  little,"  he  murmured 
to  himself;  ^^for  when  Janet  begins  she 
will  go  on,  for  good  or  evil.  No  power 
in  heaven  or  earth  will  stop  her.  And 
who  is  Mr.  Lane?  " 

A  hundred  times  lately,  by  night  and 
day,  Albert  had  pondered  on  this 
question.  He  was  conscious  of,  and 
had  at  first  rebuked  himself  for,  a 
secret  and  mysterious  antagonism  to 
the  gentleman  in  question,  whom  almost 
every  other  member  of  his  family  con- 
spired to  honour.  His  perception  of  a 
mystery  enshrouding  Mr.  Lane  sprang 
out  of  this  repulsion,  which  lately  had 
grown  upon  Albert  in  despite  of  his  own 
will,  and  now  partook  of  the  nature  of 
horror.     He  had  watched  his  father  and 
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Frank  keenly,  in  his  covert  way,  when- 
'ever  Mr.  Lane  was  present,  or  when  his 
name  was  mentioned,  to  see  whether  any 
doubt  or  suspicion  about  him  haunted 
their  minds.  Latterly  he  had  more  than 
once  taken  advantage  of  Janet's  absence 
from  a  room  to  throw  out  a  hint  or 
feeler,  but  it  had  met  with  no  response 
fi'om  either  of  those  two  vigilant  and 
astute  men.  Neither  did  Mrs.  Browne 
-disclose  the  smallest  uneasiness,  although 
she  undoubtedly  noticed  Janet's  grow- 
ing preference  for  the  stranger.  Joan 
was  willing  enough  now  to  disparage 
Mr.  Lane,  to  characterize  his  opinions 
as  heterodox  and  dangerous,  and  hunself 
as  a  person  too  reserved  about  liis  own 
experiences  and  antecedents  for  her 
taste.  But  Albert  was  not  over  T^ilhng 
to  accept  Joan's  aUiance  in  this  quest, 
for  she  was  constantly  subject  to  bitter 
innuendoes   on   the  part    of  Frank,  wdio 
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declared   she  had  practised  her  mature 
arts     of    conquest    on     Mr.    Lane,    and 
had  been  foiled.      Moreover,   there   was 
so  much  generosity  in  Albert's    nature 
that  he  hesitated  to  take  an  angry  woman 
into  an  offensive  alhance  against  a  man 
who    had     done    him    no    wrong,     and 
might   prove    to   be   wholly   undeserving 
of  his  suspicions.      It  was   strange  that 
on     this     very     evening,     when     Albei-t 
thought  that   Mr.   Lane  was   not   to   be 
present,  he  should   have   ^dshed  for  his 
presence.      In    the    first    place,    he   was 
possessed  with    an  ardent  desire   to  wit- 
ness   the    meeting    between   Miss    Lyte 
and  Mr.  Lane  ;  and  in  the  second  place, 
he  was  apprehensive  that  no  such  meet- 
.ing  would   take   place   at   all,    and    that 
Mr.  Lane  would  contrive  to  avoid  Miss 
Lyte  altogether. 

*' Whatever     the     man's     secret     is," 
Albert      reflected — ''whatever      Lane's 
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secret  is,  Dr.  Phelps  and  Captain  Fuller 
are   both   in   it.      They  know  his   whole 
history,   and   are  both   attached  strongly 
to  him.     That   is   the    strangest   part   of 
it.     And  certainly  they  and  Key  were  at 
Harrow    with   Lyte  I      Assiu'edly   Phelps 
and   he  were   both   friends   and  rivals   in 
study.      Xor    does   my   memory    deceive 
me  in  thinking  that  Fuller  and  he  were 
rivals     at     foot-ball     or     some     athletic 
pastime.     We    used    to    hear    so    much 
about    him    and    his    affairs    before    his 
rupture    with    Captain    Lyte.      But    our 
new  parson,  the  Reverend  C^-prian  Key, 
was   also    at    school   with  that   set,    and 
Key   certainly   has    not    recognized    Mr. 
Lane.      I  have   observed  him  naiTOwly, 
and  he  is  a  man  of  transparent  integiity. 
He    would    certainly    cut    that    fellow's 
acquaintance.     I  heard  him  say  that  he 
accounted  a   duellist   a   dehberate    mur- 
derer ;    and    no    man    of    his    principle 
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could  possibly  take  up  with  a  fellow  wlio 
bad  violated  the  code  of  hospitality  and 
betrayed  an  innocent  girl.  To  Key 
undoubtedly  Mr.  Lane  is  Mr.  Lane. 
Oh,  what  would  I  give  to  see  him  en- 
counter  Miss  Lyte !'  She  was  too  fond 
of  her  precious  nephew,  and  too  much 
cut  lip  at  all  that  hapj)ened,  not  to 
recognize  him.  Besides,  she  has  an 
eagle  eye.  She  always  looks  right  inta 
a  person,  and  reads  his  thoughts  and 
feelings.  She  knows  as  well  as  possible 
that  I  am  uneasy  about  Janet,  and  that 
I  am  brooding  now.  I  saw  her  glance 
of  inquiry  when  I  j)assed  her.  As  to 
Mr.  Lane,  he  might  even  brave  it  out 
to  her  face.  He  is  so  deep,  so  im- 
penetrable. I  would  give  the  w^orld 
to  see  him  brought  face  to  face  with 
her.  If  he  were  to  look  imreasonably 
calm  and  grave,  my  suspicions  would 
be    confirmed.     And    she   would    betray 
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emotion — siu'prise  first,  then  indignation. 
But  would  she  keep  his  secret  ?  Can 
she  possibly  forgive  him  ?  After  all, 
we  have  only  heard  one  side  of  the 
story.  We  may  he  all  wi'ong.  George 
Baily  entertained  such  a  deadly  hatred 
of  that  young  man  that  he  would  not 
have  hesitated  to  lay  the  black  paint 
on  thick  and  heavy. 

"But  in  any  case,"  Albert  continued, 
"it  is  too  horrible  to  be  true.  I  am 
getting  morbid  on  the  subject.  I 
shudder  to  think  of  such  a  mischance. 
It  cannot  be.  Dr.  Phelps  would  never 
have  lent  himself  to  such  a  hideous 
plot." 

Thus  poor  Albert  walked  about  among 
his  mother's  guests,  seeming  well  at 
ease  and  lazily  contented  with  every- 
thing, mentally  racked  with  apprehension, 
wringing  his  hands,  and  gnashing  his 
teeth  ^ith  anofnish. 
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At  this  point  in  his  reflections  he 
turned  and  found  Mr.  Lane  looming 
large  above  him,  greeting  the  Eev. 
Cyprian  Key,  'svho  appeared  rejoiced 
at  the  encounter.  Albert's  heart  sank 
within  him.  Captain  Fuller  visibly 
started  and  stared,  first  at  Mr.  Lane, 
then  at  Miss  Lyte.  The  rose  deepened 
on  Janet's  cheek,  and  Mr.  Lane  saw  this 
little  signal,  but  was  not  pleased,  and 
turned  his  eyes  somewhat  sadly  away 
from  the  young  lady. 

Miss  Lyte,  whom  a  strange  presenti- 
ment had  warned  of  danger,  or  of  some 
great  surprise,  and  who,  penetrating 
Albert's  calm  exterior,  had  vaguely  con- 
nected him  and  his  terrors  with  the 
coming  mystery,  now  found  herself  gaz- 
ing with  unusual  intensity  at  a  gentleman 
who  had  lately  entered  the  room  without 
being  announced,  and  who  appeared  so 
much  at  home,  or  so  desirous  to  attract 
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no  attention,   that  he  did  not   seek  the 
hostess  to  make  his  bow  of  ceremony. 

With  the  exception  of  Mr.  Delavine, 
**The  Peace,"  this  new-comer  was  the 
tallest  man  in  the  room ;  hut,  unlike  that 
perturbed-looking  fimctionaiy,  his  height 
appeared  to  he  merely  incidental  to  the 
natural  power  and  dignity  of  his  presence. 
Perhaps  real  dignity  of  aspect  is  only 
attained  by  those  who  are  fi*ee  from  self- 
consciousness ;  and  it  was  probably  this 
entii'e  absence  of  vanity  or  egotism, 
rather  than  any  positive  quahty  of 
heart,  mind,  or  manner,  which  gave  this 
grandeur  to  Mr.  Lane's  bearing.  Stand- 
ing  beside  Mr.  Key  he  looked  gigantic, 
but  that  was  only  from  the  force  of  con- 
trast. His  appearance  would  be  more 
appropriately  compared  with  that  of  his 
friend  Captain  Fuller.  If  you  had  met 
the  latter  walking  alone  in  a  country 
bridle-path,   you  would    have    been  im- 
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pelled  to  think,  ''What  a  fiue,  tall,  mili- 
tary-looking man!"  Had  you  met  Mr. 
Lane  under  the  same  conditions,  no 
indication  of  strength,  stature,  or  of  the 
calhng  of  the  man  would  have  arrested 
your  observation;  yet  you  would  instinc- 
tively have  turned  to  look  after  him,  and 
a  sense  of  having  encountered  a  noble 
and  upright  man  would  arise  in  you. 

What  tumultuous  rout  of  ideas,  emo- 
tions, and  sentiments  chased  each  other 
through  the  lady's  brain  as  she  gazed  at 
this  person,  it  is  impossible  to  conjecture. 
After  a  few  moments  of  sm-prised  hesi- 
tation, a  flash  of  certainty  thrilled 
through  her  whole  nature ;  and  in  its 
tremulous  wake  that  indescribable  con- 
fusion or  rout  took  place,  and  so  com- 
pletely occupied  her  faculties  that  she 
continued  to  gaze  and  gaze  (Albert 
watching  her  meanwhile),  until  Mrs. 
Browne,   espying  her  favourite  cavalier, 
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glided  forward  to  greet  him,  and  then 
turned,  hringing  the  hronzed  Barbarossa 
to  be  introduced  to  the  lady  who  had 
abeady  honoured  him  with  so  much 
notice. 

She  was  quite  herself  again  by  the  time 
the  ceremony  was  performed.  But  then, 
probably  with  a  secret  pui'pose,  she  tres- 
passed the  limits  of  strict  propriety  by 
repeating  the  name,  and  looking  with 
keen  scrutiny  at  the  gentleman. 

*'Lane?  Lane?"  she  reiterated;  and 
again,  ''Lane?  Lane?  Lane?  Let  me 
see.  Earl  of  Sandilands'  family  name. 
Devonshii-e  family,  is  it  not,  Mr.  Lane  !  " 

"ili?/  ancestors  on  the  father's  side," 
rephed  he,  "have  been  men  of  Kent  as 
far  back  as  I  can  trace  them." 

He  seemed  about  to  lapse  into  silence, 
at  least  to  allow  the  lady  to  pm'sue  her 
inquiry  if  she  so  i)leased;  but  suddenly, 
with   a   hasty   impulse,    he    added,    "It 
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happens,  however,  that  my  mother, 
though  the  daughter  of  a  cadet  branch, 
did  belong  to  the  Devonshire  family;" 
which  was  strictly  the  case,  as  perhaps 
the  lady  already  knew.  But  it  appeared 
otherwise  from  her  words. 

^*  Indeed!"  she  rejoined.  *'That  is 
very  unusual.  Quite  a  singular  occur- 
rence. Perhaps  by  that  alUance  two 
branches  of  the  same  original  stock  were 
re-united — a  Lane  wedded  to  a  Lane." 

*^I  think  not,"  said  the  gentleman, 
calmly,  but  politely,  ^'  The  fact  is  that 
my  paternal  name  was  not  Lane." 

''Well,  perhaps  not,"  Miss  Lyte  re- 
plied, ''many  family  complications  induce 
such  changes."  And  she  looked  at  him 
very  significantly,  as  though  she  would 
say,  "You  are  courageous  and  true,  as 
of  old." 

His  face,  during  this  brief  dialogue, 
was  as  the  face  of  a  flint — calm,    cold. 
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hard,  and  immovable.  Yet  his  eyes, 
which  were  dark  and  luminous,  were 
looking  into  the  lady's  very  soul,  and 
reading  every  shade  of  emotion  which 
crossed  it. 

Albert  was  comj^letely  mystified  now. 
When  first  her  glance  lighted  upon  Mr. 
Lane,  Miss  Lyte's  agitation  had  con- 
firmed Albert's  most  terrible  apjDrehen- 
sions.  So  perfect  had  been  her  subse- 
quent self-control  that  he  thought  a 
closer  inspection  of  Mr.  Lane  had  dissi- 
pated her  previous  impression.  He  was 
profoundly  puzzled,  but  infinitely  reheved, 
and  imburdened  his  gentle  soul  with  a 
sigh. 

Xow  Hubei*t  comes  up,  and  greets  his 
tutor  with  smiling  confidence  and  ges- 
tui'es  easy  to  be  read. 

**  Is  the  tea  all  gone  ?  "  the  latter  asks, 

^' The  tepid  water  is,"  replied  Hubert; 
'*  but  I  will  go  at   once  and  have   somo 
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real  tea  brewed  for  you.  And  you  come 
into  the  morning-room  presently,  and 
have  it  in  peace.  How  tired  you  look  !  " 
And  the  boy  lingered  for  a  few  moments, 
putting  his  hand  affectionately  on  Mr. 
Lane's  arm,  as  he  had  acquned  the  habit 
of  doing.  "You  know,  Miss  Lyte,"  he 
added,  "  Mr.  Lane  is  not  contented 
with  working  all  day  in  school,  but  ivill 
go  and  teach  those  soldiers  and  mechanics 
up  at  the  night-school  of  an  evening,  in- 
stead of  going  out  to  dinner  and  enjoying 
himself."  Then  he  took  himself  off  to 
look  after  the  "real  tea"  for  his  weary 
friend. 

"  Mr.  Lane  is  of  so  httle  use  in  the 
world,"  said  Mrs.  Brown,  with  her  sweet 
smile,  "that  he  is  trying  to  kill  himself 
with  work." 

"Most  men  would  die  very  hard  if 
work  killed  them,"  he  argued. 

"We  should  spend  and  be  spent  in  a 
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good  cause,"  said  Miss  Lyte;  ''but  young 
people  fancy  their  strength  inexhaustible, 
and  are  tempted  to  overtask  it." 

''That  is  what  I  tell  Albert,"'  said 
Frank,  stopping  in  front  of  the  lady ;  "he 
should  think  of  us  and  spare  oiu'  feelings, 
and  not  T\'ear  ImnseK  out  prematiu-ely,  as 
Lane  is  doing,  who  has  no  one  to  lament 
hhn." 

^' Frank  ought  to  have  been  a  soldier," 
sister  Joan  here  chimed  in.  "A  gentle- 
man who  hves  in  a  glass  house,  and  jet 
has  the  corn-age  to  throw  stones,  might 
lead  a  forlorn  hope." 

Frank,  languidly  timiing  his  eye  for  a 
moment  fi'om  Joan  to  Mr.  Lane,  repeated 
the  two  last  words  with  aggravating 
calmness. 

"Forlorn  —  hope,"  he  sighed,  and 
passed  on,  with  a  derisive  smile. 

Joan  luould  provoke  these  passages  of 
arms,  and  always  suffered  in  consequence. 
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On  this  occasion  there  was  such  a  malig- 
nant significance  in  Frank's  action  that 
she  even  feared  Mr.  Lane  himself  would 
see  her  secret  woimd.  But  Mr.  Lane 
was  just  the  last  man  in  the  world  to 
observe  such  a  passage  of  arms.  Had  a 
perception  of  the  possibility  of  such  a 
thing  occurred  to  him,  he  would  have 
indignantly  rejected  it  and  rebuked  him- 
self for  thinking  such  evil  of  Frank.  He 
held  it  to  be  every  man's  duty  to  protect 
every  woman  in  her  moments  of  weak- 
ness, and  to  guard  her,  even  if  need  were, 
from  herself ;  how  much  more  a  brother's 
duty  to  a  sister.  As  to  any  httle  sarcasms 
from  one  of  the  fair  sex,  they  seemed  to 
him  like  rain  on  the  roof  of  one  who  is 
warm  and  dry  at  his  bright  fireside. 

^^But  you  don't  call  me  a  fanciful 
young  person,"  that  gentleman  quietly 
resumed,  answering  Miss  Lyte's  last 
observation.      ^'I  am  really  twenty-nine 
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years  old,  and  liaving  parted  with  youth 
and  fancy  when  I  was  nineteen,  feel  now 
at  least  forty-nine." 

^'You  certainly  look  older  than  you 
are,"  added  Miss  Lyte,  speaking  ab- 
stractedly and  somewhat  nervously;  for 
though  his  face  remained  rigid,  she  could 
feel  his  steady,  penetrating  gaze,  which 
not  only  seemed  to  her  to  read  her  per- 
plexity, but  to  pity  her. 

Then  he  went  to  his  tea,  and  she  sat 
quite  still,  half  awed  by  him,  and  wholly 
interested  in  him  ;  and  hearing  as  in  a 
dream  Joan's  querulous  voice,  saying, 
^^  We  have  never  heard  Mr.  Lane  speak 
so  much  of  himseK  in  all  the  two  years 
or  more  of  our  acquaintance  with  him." 

"  Perhaps,  my  dear,"  rephed  Mrs. 
Browne,  ''he  is  more  communicative 
with  gentlemen  than  with  ladies.  I  have 
never  heard  Frank  or  Hubert  notice 
any  reserve  on  his  part.     But  we  must 

YOL.  II.  F 
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remember  that  a  person  who  thinks  and 
does  so  much  for  others  is  less  Hkely  to 
talk  about  himself  than  a  selfish  person 
is." 

Now  we  know  that  Frank  had  indeed 
observed  this  same  reticence  about  him- 
self on  the  part  of  Mr.  Lane ;  but  Frank 
was  too  guarded,  as  well  as  too  loyal 
to  his  friend,  to  make  it  a  subject  of 
discussion  in  the  family  circle. 

The  Eeverend  Cyprian  found  the  object 
of  these  remarks  refreshing  himself  with 
^^  real  tea  "  in  a  small  room,  apart. 

^*  You  have  not  come  up  to  the  rectory 
to  spend  a  friendly  evening  with  me  yet," 
he  said. 

*'You  have  not  called  upon  me  yet, 
I  think,"  Mr.  Lane  rephed,  with  a  quaint 
smile. 

*^  But  you  are  not  waiting  for  that,  I 
know.  How  could  I  have  the  face  to  go 
and  leave    cards    at   the   Abbey  when  I 
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know  you're  at  the  school  ?  I  would  have 
dropped  in  often  after  evensong  though, 
only  I  have  seen  you  walk  out  of  church 
as  if  you  wished  to  be  alone." 

The    reader    should    understand    that 
matters  were   undergoing   rapid  changes 
in    the    mother    parish    of    Pedlington. 
Though   the    primate    had    httle    direct 
sympathy  with  the  theological  tenets  of 
Key,  he  had  thought  proper  to  prefer  him 
to  that  important  charge,   knowing  him 
to  be  an  indefatigable  parish  priest,  and 
to  have  quahties  which  peculiarly  fitted 
him  for  the  conduct  of  services  in  sach  a 
large  and  venerable  structure  :  moreover, 
the   High    Churchmen  were  complaining 
that    all    the    patronage  went  to   Evan- 
gehcals,  and  this  had  been  a  fine  oppor- 
tunity  for    refuting    the    accusation.     A 
surpHced  choir  and  choral  services  had 
now  been  organized  by  the  new  rector; 
and  Mr.  Lane  generally  availed  himseK 
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of  the  daily  evening  service  to  spend 
twenty-five  minutes  in  devotion  after  his 
day's  work.  Mr.  Key  was  waiting  till  a 
friend  of  his  own  should  be  at  hberty  to 
join  him,  and  as  yet  had  no  permanent 
assistance  in  his  parish  work,  which  was 
very  severe  ;  so  that  both  had  the  same 
excuse  of  fatigue  to  plead. 

'*The  fact  is,"  Mr.  Lane  continued, 
*'  I  am  generally  so  weary  of  an  even- 
ing that  I  am  fit  society  for  no  one 
but  myself.  I  revive  a  Httle  after  mid- 
night, and  my  best  hours  are  the  small 
hours  of  the  morning,  which  I  must 
spend  alone,  as  all  the  world  is  asleep 
then." 

*'  Would  it  not  rest  your  mind  of  an 
evening,"  Key  asked,  *^  to  have  some  one 
to  talk  to  ?  I  quite  long  sometimes  to 
hurry  out  of  church  after  you  and  come 
over  to  your  rooms  for  an  hour." 

^*  Then  pray  do  so  in  future,  or  rather 
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I  will  wait  in  the  nave  for  yon  when  1 
am  going  to  be  alone  and  at  leisure. 
You  know  I  have  the  Enghsh  composi- 
tion class  twice  a  week  at  my  den  of  an 
evening,  and  that  I  go  to  night-school  on 
two  other  evenings." 

"When  one  is  alone,"  urged  Key, 
returning  to  that  subject,  "  one  thinks. 
There  is  so  much  to  think  about !  And 
nothing  fatigues  the  mind  so  much  as 
sohtary  thinking." 

"I  seldom  think,''  Mr.  Lane  rejoined. 
"  I  muse.  Except  in  the  face  of  a 
difficulty:  and  then  thinking  seldom 
helps  me  out  of  it." 

Now  Mr.  Key's  deep-set  grey  eyes 
glistened  with  dehght,  and  he  showed 
all  his  splendid  white  teeth  triumphantly. 
"  Ah  !  "  he  exclaimed,  *^  this  is  what  Pro- 
testantism and  your  so-called  liberalism 
have  brought  you  to." 

"How  so?"  Mr.   Lane    asked,   quite 
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pleased  with  tlie  other's  enthusiasm,  and 
smihng  at  his  warmth. 

^^  You  liberals,"  explained  the  Catholic, 
**  expect  to  think  your  own  way  out  of  a 
difficulty,  like  a  solitary  swimmer  in  mid- 
ocean  trying  to  save  himself.  But  you 
have  no  land  in  view — no  land,  my 
friend."  And  again  he  showed  his  teeth 
in  triumph. 

*'  Stay  a  moment,"  the  other  repHed 
thoughtfully.  ^*  In  a  practical  difficulty 
I  certainly  have  land  in  view,  though  it 
may  be  obscured  by  dim  vapours  or  dark 
clouds." 

'^  And  that  land  ?  "  asked  the  divine. 

*^  Eight,"  answered  the  layman ;  "I 
reach  it,  if  I  can,  by  ascertaining  the 
Eight,  and  doing  it.  If  I  cannot,  I 
abstain  from  action.  So  if  the  doubt 
be  a  moral  or  intellectual  one,  I  have 
Truth  in  view.  One  may  not  be  able, 
I  grant  you,  to  reach  it  in  either  case." 
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*^  But  what  land  is  there  without 
boundaries?"  urged  the  divine.  ^^And 
how  can  their  be  any  rule  of  Eight,  or 
any  Truth,  appUcable  to  any  strange 
emergency,  except  within  the  hmits  of 
Sound  Doctrine?" 

^^What  is  sound  doctrine?"  the  lay- 
man asked  quite  sincerely. 

'^'What  is  truth?'  quoth  Pontius 
Pilate,"  rephed  the  parson.  '^But  to 
answer  you  as  the  time  serves,  Sound 
Doctrine  is  the  coast-hne  of  Eight  and 
Truth.  All  beyond  it  is  deep  sea,  and 
full  of  dangers.  For  men  like  you  and 
Phelps  the  worst  of  these  is  the  Syren, 
Intellectual  Pride.  Beware  of  her,  my 
friend.     Like  the 

'  Maiden  fair, 
With  soft  brown  hair, 
She  is  fooling  thee  : 
Beware  ! ' " 

It  did  occur  to  Mr.  Lane,  while  the 
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Eector  was  lecturing  him  thus,  that  he 
was  aware  of  a  Syren  with  tawny  locks 
of  whom  it  behoved  him  still  more  to 
beware  ;  but  he  only  smiled  in  his  usual 
grave  manner,  and  said,  ^*I  shall  be 
sincerely  glad  to  give  that  '  gay  de- 
ceiver '  (meaning  Key's  Syren,  not  his 
own)  the  sHp,  and  if  possible  to  make  a 
landfall  in  your  company,  at  a  more  con- 
venient season."  And  at  that  moment  a 
deputation  of  ladies  came  to  carry  the 
reverend  pilot  off  to  the  piano,  while  the 
shipwrecked  mariner  remained  alone, 
helping  himself  to  another  cup  of  tea, 
and  musing  upon  what  had  been  said, 
wondering  at  the  boldness  and  assurance 
of  the  youthful  divine. 

Although  for  ai'gument's  sake  he  had 
admitted  the  terms  '^  Protestant  "  and 
^^Hberal,*'  really  his  own  mind  was 
moving  slowly  but  surely  in  the  direction 
indicated  by  Key.     Liberty   of  thought 
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was  assuming  in  his  eyes  the  guise  of 
license.  The  moral  limits  to  this  Hberty 
seemed  to  recede  farther  and  farther 
into  space.  It  might  and  did  lead  men 
to  infidelity  and  despair.  He  yearned 
for  some  repose  from  its  fluctuations, 
some  authority  for  Truth,  some  absolute 
Eight. 

That  such  are  to  be  found  by  every 
man  for  himself  in  the  sacred  records, 
Mr.  Lane  no  longer  beheved.  Upon  that 
assertion  arose  an  indiscriminate  conflict 
of  creeds.  Catholic,  Calvinist,  and  Uni- 
tarian, each  finds  his  truth  there.  All 
three  cannot  be  the  truths  as  all  difi'er. 
How  is  an  inquii-er  to  choose,  unless  one 
can  show  his  authority^  the  others  none  ? 

To  a  man's  mind  travelling  over  the 
disputed  ground  in  this  way  evidence  is 
not  wanting  of  a  commission  given  to  a 
certain  Body,  and  a  promise  that  it 
should  be  guided  into  all  spiritual  truth, 
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and  that  tlie  truth  should  abide  with  it 
for  ever.  He  also  finds  on  record  warn- 
ings against  usurpation  of  the  authority 
vested  in  this  Body  or  Church.  Such 
was  the  case  at  the  present  time  with 
Mr.  Lane.  That  truth  should  be  manifold 
or  elastic  was  an  idea  wholly  incompatible 

with  the  temper  of  his  mind. 

****** 

No  sound  broke  his  reverie,  but  an 
inner  sense  of  delight.  Lifting  up  his 
fiery  dark  eyes,  quickened  out  of  their 
musing  languor  by  this  mysterious  joy, 
they  encountered  eyes  of  heavenly  blue, 
A  beatific  vision  indeed !  Light,  life, 
love.  Light  to  the  darkened  heart.  Life, 
warm,  palpitating,  generous  life,  to  that 
living  death,  that  hopeless  brooding  on 
*^  the  days  that  are  no  more."  Love, 
young,  fresh,  fair,  and  sweet,  at  whose 
very  approach  the  heart's  ice  breaks 
up  and  melts,  and  living  fountains  gush 


SPAEEING.  75 

forth  to  fertilise  the  arid  soil.  Love 
knocking  at  the  door  of  a  weary,  solitary 
heart ;  standing  humbly  without,  a  sup- 
phant,  waiting  for  admittance.  And  love 
in  what  form,  what  guise  ?  The  ideal  of 
a  lifetime  become  real.  Every  element 
of  beauty,  grace,  and  sweetness  fused 
into  one  masterpiece.  The  absolute 
climax  of  nature's  handiwork.  The  lily 
and  rose  wedded  in  human  form,  with 
sapphire  windows,  to  the  longing  soul 
within,  and  crowned  as  Queen  of  Beauty, 
with  a  diadem  of  fleecy  gold. 

Shall  the  heart  of  a  man  bar  its  ada- 
mantine doors,  and  stop  its  ears  with  wax, 
that  it  hear  not  the  beating  of  those 
gentle  fingers  without.  Shall  it  suffuse 
itself  with  its  own  darkness,  and  burrow 
deep  down  into  the  cold,  damp,  paUid 
earth,  and  there  grovel  for  death  ?  Shall 
it  welcome  death,  the  final  pang,  the 
parting  throe,  to  end  its  loveless  agony  ? 
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We  must  leave  Mr.  Lane's  course  of 
action  in  tliis  trying  emergency  ^^to 
develop  itself,"  as  newspaper  writers  say, 
in  the  next  chapter. 


(     77     ) 


CHAPTEK  III. 


LOOKING  NICE. 


We  left  Mr.  Lane  disturbed  as  to  his 
reverie  by  the  consciousness  of  a  pre- 
sence. His  mind  bad  been  occupied 
with  one  of  those  great  vexed  questions 
which  have  agitated  the  intellectual 
world  at  least  from  the  days  of  Wychffe 
till  now,  and  exercised  the  minds  of 
thinkers  for  1800  years  or  so.  Who 
shall  say  how  much  of  this  mental  fer- 
mentation is  not  a  mere  anodyne  in- 
stinctively sought  and  eagerly  drunk  to 
allay  the  craving  of  empty  hearts  ?  Poly- 
gamists  suffer  from  no  such  doubts.  If 
they  beheve — really  beHeve — httle,  they 
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doubt  nothing.  Such  a  proposition  is  far 
too  profound  to  be  more  than  dehcately 
hinted  at  in  the  progress  of  our  narrative. 
Suffice  it  to  say  that,  meeting  the  gentle, 
hesitating  gaze  of  a  pair  of  deep  blue 
eyes,  Mr.  Lane's  dark,  splendid  eyes  were 
suffused  with  a  light  which  is  not  that 
of  the  intellect,  and  in  his  heart  arose 
a  gentle  murmur  which  stilled  the  winds 
and  waves  and  the  thunders  of  polemic 
controversy;  as  the  voice  of  a  higher 
love  had  once  said,  ^'  Peace  ;  be  still!  "  to 
other  winds  and  waves  ;  ^'  and  the  wind 
ceased,  and  there  was  a  great  calm." 

The  young  lady  was  blushing,  not  un- 
naturally, at  finding  herseK  quite  unsup- 
ported, and  apparently  intruding  upon 
the  solitude  of  a  grave  gentleman,  who 
sought  the  seclusion  of  this  deserted 
room,  and  solaced  his  weary  nerves  with 
tea.  A  shght  tremor  passed  over  her 
hps,    as    though    she    would    fain   have 
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excused  herself  for  being  there.  Yet 
such  an  excuse,  if  spoken,  would  have 
been  the  mere  shadow  of  a  conventional- 
ism ;  for  she  felt,  and  trembled  all  over 
at  that  sense,  that  her  very  presence  was 
a  joy  to  this  man. 

Janet's  dress  was  of  black  gauze  over 
some  thin  black  silk.  It  was  her  whim 
often  to  dress  '^in  black;-"  and  what 
Janet  tvould  do,  that  she  did.  Her  only 
ornaments  were  a  rude  necklace  and 
crucifix  of  Irish  bogwood,  and  two  hair- 
pins or  skewers  of  the  same  fabric. 
^^  Simplex  munditiis.'"  This  simphcity 
was  not  devoid  of  heart.  And  if  my  fair 
reader  will  recall  the  image  of  some 
surpassingly  fair  and  lovely  girl  (per- 
chance herseK)  attired  in  such  a  robe  of 
subdued  black,  her  memory  will  supply 
my  lack  of  descriptive  power.  The 
cumbrous,  dull  black  beads,  too,  aided 
in  setting  off  her  small  round  neck  and 


80  WON  AT  LAST  ! 

wliite  bosom.  The  large  black  knobs  of 
the  pins  also  appeared  to  nestle  furtively 
amidst  the  clusters  of  gHstening  hair, 
which,  densely  massed  behind,  and  grow- 
ing low  on  her  forehead,  sat  like  a  crown 
of  fretted  gold  and  amber  upon  her 
dainty  head. 

As  her  eyehds  fell  before  his  glance, 
he  noticed  for  the  first  time  how  her 
dark,  dehcate  eyebrows  contrasted  with 
the  fair  skin  and  golden  hair,  and  how 
the  Hds  of  those  eloquent  eyes  were 
fringed  with  long,  dark  lashes. 

It  was  a  silent  Ute-a-Ute,  Neither  he 
nor  she  uttered  a  syllable.  Nor  did  he 
attempt  to  rise  and  offer  her  a  seat.  Nor 
did  she  expect  him  to  do  so,  nor  was  she 
conscious  of  any  embarrassment  in  this 
silence.  Following,  or  urged  by  some 
blind  impulse,  she  had  sought  him  thus. 
During  all  those  hours  which  had  inter- 
vened since  her  conversation  with  Frank 
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at  his  toilet,  one  idea  had  possessed  her 
mind :  it  was  that  Mr.  Lane's  heart  was 
void  and  sad,  and  that  she  would  com- 
mand his  admiration,  and  so  mn  the 
right  to  fill  and  solace  it. 

I  challenge  any  fair  criticism  to 
denounce  this  idea,  to  asperse  this  resolu- 
tion of  hers.  The  idea  was  founded  in 
purest  charity.  The  resolution  was 
entirely  noble  and  self-sacrificing.  This 
man  before  whom  she  stood  trembhng, 
waiting  for  his  heart  to  pronounce  her 
sentence,  had  nothing  which  the  world 
covets  to  bestow  upon  her — neither  fame 
nor  position,  rank  nor  wealth.  Only  she 
thought  him  one  of  nature's  true  nobility, 
sad  because  of  manifold  bitter  experi- 
ences, and  because  of  the  sadness  which 
vn\l  sink  into  all  noble  souls  as  they 
study  and  strive  with  the  evil  which  pre- 
vails in  and  around  them.  Moreover,  she 
thought,  and  wisely  thought,  that  such 
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strong  natures,  capable  of  so  great  devo- 
tion to  the  interests  of  others,  are  also 
profoundly  tender,  and  desii'e  (even 
though  they  contend  with  their  own 
hearts)  both  to  give  and  to  receive  an 
amphtude  of  love  which  feebler  souls 
neither  crave  nor  can  requite.  To  supply 
this  great  want  to  the  man  before  her 
— this  man  whom  she  already  esteemed 
great,  in  all  but  the  world's  recognition  ; 
to  help  him  with  her  love,  with  her  whole 
soul,  and  even  with  her  little  fortune,  if 
such  petty  aid  would  be  accepted;  to 
march  triumphant  over  all  obstacles,  to 
attain  the  summit  of  human  success,  and, 
facr  above  all  this,  to  be  happy.  Thus  to 
aid  him  was  her  desire.  And  with  her 
to  desire  strongly  was  to  resolve. 

So  there  she  stood,  a  sw^eet,  silent 
suppHant,  with  downcast  hds  and  palpi- 
tating breast,  waiting  to  know  w^hether 
her  beauty  and  devotion  were  enough,  to 
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hear  from  liis  lips,  or  see  in  his  eyes,  a 
token  of  approval,  of  acceptance. 

But  he  remained  silent,  toying  with 
his  tea-spoon,  and  looking  up  at  her, 
half-dazzled  hy  her  beauty,  haK-saddened 
by  his  own  seclusion,  his  own  doom  of 
living  and  dying  unblessed  with  such  a 
bride,  unable  to  receive  so  bounteous  a 
gift. 

Then  Nelly  came  fluttering  in,  a  httle 
fleecy  cloud  of  white  tulle  and  sky-blue 
ribbons,  seeking  Janet,  she  said,  and 
surprised  to  find  Mr.  Lane  there.  But  as 
she  had  found  him,  she  would  tell  him  how 
Frank  had  been  disparaging  her.  And, 
after  all,  she  was  Janet's  favourite  sister, 
and  knew  that  Mr.  Lane  did  not  quite 
detest  or  despise  her.  Thus  the  sly 
damsel  impHed  a  superior  regard  on  his 
part  for  Janet,  and  behoved  in  her  heart 
that  the  grave  man  loved  her  pecuhar 
sister,  though  she  thought  him  too  proud 


84  WON   AT   LAST  ! 

and  solemn  to  acknowledge  himself  a 
captive  in  love's  triumph.  Pretending 
not  to  understand  her  brother's  French, 
she  asked  Mr.  Lane  to  explain  ^'  hien  vue^'" 
and  he,  supposing  that  she  must  under- 
stand it,  rephed  evasively,  that  it  was 
something  men  cared  a  great  deal  too 
much  about.  He  couldn't  answer  for  the 
fair  sex,  but  fancied  vaguely  that  Mrs. 
Grundy  was  even  more  terrible  to  them. 

^^  I  don't  think  I  care  much  about 
her,"  said  Janet. 

Looking  at  her  again,  Mr.  Lane  saw  in 
her  eye  a  flash  of  defiance,  and  recognis- 
ing that  she  had  indeed  the  very  courage- 
in  which  he  thought  most  of  her  sex  to 
be  deficient,  admired  this  doubtful  quahty 
in  her  who  already  seemed  so  admirable. 
But  again  he  refrained  from  addressing 
her,  and  asked  Nelly  why  Frank  was  so 
severe  upon  her,  who  replied,  penitently,, 
that  she  was  denounced  as  a  flirt. 
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^'You  never  flirt  with  me,"  said  Mr. 
Lane  simply. 

^'  And  am  I  hien  vue  with  you?"  she 
asked. 

^'  It  seems  to  me  that  you  are  so  with 
every  one,"  he  answered  vaguely. 

''And  not  meT'  asked  Janet,  piqued 
into  attracting  some  httle  attention  to 
herself,  and  wholly  regardless  of  gram- 
matical proprieties. 

"  But  you  are  indifferent  on  the  sub- 
ject," he  answered,  renewing  that  glance 
of  approval  vdih.  which  he  had  greeted 
her  defiance  of  Dame  Grundy. 

It  was  evident  to  him,  though  Janet 
had  many  admii*ers,  and  was,  indeed, 
destined  to  have  more  devotees  among 
the  ruder  sex  than  Nelly,  that  the  latter 
3^oimg  lady  was  already  the  favourite 
among  ladies.  And  he  knew  that  those 
who  are  careless  of  pleasing  seldom  be- 
come popular. 
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But  this  thought,  isolating  Janet,  as  it 
were,  from  the  rest  of  the  world,  or 
rather  from  her  natural  aUies,  seemed  to 
set  her  apart  for  him.  Again  he  regarded 
her,  and  her  singular  beauty  became 
more  manifest  to  his  sight,  more  enchant- 
ing to  his  aesthetic  faculty.  A  portion  of 
his  satisfaction  escaped  in  this  imguarded 
moment,  and  penetrated  to  Janet's  heart, 
which  thrilled  with  dehght.  Her  face 
kindled  anew  with  conscious  victory. 
The  little  pearly  teeth  ghstened  between 
the  opening  Hps.  Under  the  long,  dark 
lashes  again  the  blue  hghts  flashed,  and 
through  those  windows  Mr.  Lane  saw 
clearly  the  joy  within  her.  Nelly  saw  it 
too,  with  her  watchful  violet  eyes.  Also 
she  saw  something  which  Mr.  Lane,  too 
rapt  in  contemplation  of  that  radiant 
loveliness,  did  not  see.  Janet  in  the  mo- 
ment of  her  dehght  closed  her  little 
fingers    upon    the    emblem    of    supremo 
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suffering  Tvliicli  she  ^YO^e,  and  uncon- 
sciously pressed  it  to  her  bosom. 

^'  I  don't  care  whether  they  ''  hie7i-vue  " 
me  or  not,"  she  said,  again  flouting  the 
grammarians. 

They  looked  at  each  other  silently 
again;  and  it  must  be  admitted,  though 
he  paid  her  no  spoken  compHment,  nor 
even  uttered  a  word  of  approval,  that  his 
eyes  expressed  the  admiration  which 
welled  up  fi'om  all  the  secret  and  sup- 
pressed sources  of  his  nature.  Xelly 
watched  them  curiously  meanwhile ;  and 
Mr.  Lane,  recovering  himself  as  if  from 
some  ecstasy,  and  rising  from  his  chair, 
asked  if  they  should  return  to  the  draw- 
ing-room, which  they  at  once  proceeded 
to  do. 

The  Eeverend  Cyprian  was  singing  a 
wild  song,  fraught  with  melancholy.  It 
was  Schubert's  ''Wanderer."  Janet  felt 
rather  than  saw  that  the  shadow  of  sad- 
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ness  liad  again  fallen  upon  Mr.  Lane. 
She  thought  of  a  mysterious  phrase 
which  Albert  had  recently  used  when 
speaking  to  her  about  Mr.  Lane.  It  was 
something  about  experiences  unlike  those 
of  other  men  having,  in  all  likehhood, 
been  the  cause  of  his  pecuHarity.  She 
had  been  indignant  at  the  time,  not 
thinking  Albert  worthy  to  discuss  one 
so  greatly  his  superior.  But  her  own 
generous  sympathy  for  him  told  her  own 
heart  that  she  did  really  hold  Mr.  Lane 
more  needful  of  sympathy  than  other 
men,  and  did  consider  his  experience, 
both  past  and  present,  as  setting  him 
apart,  in  a  measure,  from  his  fellows. 

Being  now  called  upon  to  take  her  turn 
at  the  piano,  which  Janet  sincerely 
dreaded,  though  knowing  it  ine^dtable, 
she  passed  over  all  those  classical 
sonatas,  fugues,  and  symphonies  which 
alone  were  deemed  worthy  of  Mr.  Key's 
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attention,  and  selected  ^'  Home,  sweet 
Home."  Simple  Janet !  She  knew  this 
air  to  be  a  favoiu'ite  with  Mr.  Lane,  and 
little  thought  how  terrible  to  his  severe 
taste  her  Thalbergian  version  of  it  might 
be.  She  thought  to  charm  away  his 
melancholy;  and  he  stood  by  her,  sorely 
distrest  but  true  to  his  post  of  duty  like 
a  warrior  under  fire.  As  she  descended 
toward  the  end  of  the  second  page,  a 
swarthj^,  sinewy  hand,  scarred  with  two 
old  cuts,  passed  from  her  left  side  above 
the  music,  and  tui-ned  the  leaf.  She 
knew  the  ''  old  hand,"  as  she  called  it  to 
herself.  Well  she  knew  the  two  ancient 
scars,  which  looked  as  if  they  might  have 
been  inflicted  while  it  was  still  uncertain 
whether  her  spirit  was  to  be  accom- 
modated ^dth  its  present  fair  tabernacle 
or  with  some  lump  of  hoydenish  clay. 
He  was  at  her  side,  hstening  to,  admir- 
ing, perhaps  loving  her.     There  is  some- 
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thing  quaint  and  almost  sad  in  her 
romantic  worship  of  this  grave  man  who 
was  neither  rich,  noble,  famous,  hand- 
some, nor  young.  At  least  two  other 
men,  at  this  very  moment  in  the  room, 
would  give  their  right  hands  for  one  such 
look  as  she  had  just  lavished  on  Mr. 
Lane.  As  Frank  truly  said,  there  was  no 
alliance  to  which  she  might  not  aspire. 
Eich,  young,  coy  as  a  March  snow-flake, 
accomplished,  not  ill-bred,  and  surpass- 
ingly beautiful,  she  seemed  as  if  cun- 
ningly contrived  by  art  and  nature  only 
to  be  seen  and  loved.  Yet  she  aspired 
to  nothing  but  that  brown,  sinewy  ^^old 
hand,"  and  the  heart  which  she  knew 
would  be  given  unreservedly  before  it 
ever  would  clasp  a  woman  to  his  breast. 

She  played  on,  as  in  a  dream.  But 
the  music,  such  as  it  was,  required  not 
only  all  her  skill,  but  close  attention,  for 
a  wizard's  pen  had  transformed  the  homely 
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ballad  into  bewildering  mazes  and  tortuous 
zigzag  staircases,  in  the  rapid  descent  of 
one  of  whicli  the  fair  pianist e  stumbled 
and — broke  down. 

^  *  Bravo ! "  cried  Captain  Fuller,  coming 
gallantly  to  the  rescue.  ^'  Capit'ly  exe- 
cuted, 'pon  my  word  !  Awfully  difficult 
thing !  Everybody  who  plays  it  goes  a 
cropper  there.  Arabella  Goddard  did  once 
at  St.  James's  Hall.     It's  inevitable." 

Mr.  Key  also  urged  her  pleasantly  to 
renewed  efforts,  and  Mr.  Lane  said 
quietly,  ^'  Come,  tjou  don't  care  what 
they  think  about  you."  So  the  young 
lady  again  pkmged  into  the  vortex,  and 
came  out  at  the  grand  finale  ^^ith  con- 
siderable eclat. 

**  Eeally,"  said  Miss  Lyte  to  her 
hostess,  "  an  ill-natm'ed  person  might 
think  Janet  had  failed  intentionally.  It 
attracts  so  much  sjTiipathy  from  the 
gentlemen." 
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And  Mrs  Browne  replied,  smiling,  but 
with  a  little  sigh,  ^'  She  cares  too  little 
what  most  people  think  about  her ;  but  I 
avi  surprised  at  her  not  taking  more 
pains  when  Mr.  Lane  was  listening." 

"Is  he  a  severe  critic,  then?"  the 
guest  inquired. 

"No,  but  we  all  hke  to  be  an  mieux 
before  Mr.  Lane."  And  Mrs.  Browne 
emphasized  the  word  "  all,"  as  if  she 
would  imply  that  what  was  true  of  them 
all  was  especially  true  of  Janet  in  this 
instance. 

Shortly  afterward  Miss  Lyte  was  con- 
versing with  her  old  acquaintance,  Cap- 
tain Fuller,  and  asking  him  about  Water- 
mead  and  the  various  members  of  his 
family,  when  she  turned  upon  him  sud- 
denly, and  said,  "Does  not  Mr.  Lane 
remind  you  a  httle  of  one  who  used  to  be 
a  friend  of  yours  in  old  days  ?  " 

"Yes,"  he  repHed,  speaking  in  a  lower 
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tone  than  usual,  and  with  an  expressive 
glance  ;  ^'  mucli,  and  very  often,  of  one 
of  the  truest  fiiends  and  best  fellows 
I  ever  knew." 

^' Still?"  she  inquired  in  a  scarcely- 
audible  murmur,  but  looking  at  him 
more  intently. 

^^  Still  and  always,"  he  replied,  return- 
ing her  look  steadily.  ^'But  I  see  much 
less  of  Lane  than  I  could  A^ish,  for 
I  came  here  since  his  last  vacation ; 
and  he  lives  so  far  h'om  the  depot,  and 
is  always  so  heavily  engaged,  that  one 
can  seldom  get  hold  of  him." 

*' Is  he  very  gay,  then?"  the  lady 
asked.  She  seemed  to  take  a  peculiar 
interest  in  Mr.  Lane. 

^' Oh  no,"  said  Fuller;  '^  he  seldom 
goes  out  to  parties,  even  to  houses 
where  he  is  quite  at  home.  I  mean 
heavily  engaged  with  his  various  Idnds 
of  work   and  the    services   he  is  always 
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rendering  to  some  one  or  other.  He  has 
only  dined  once  at  our  mess ;  and  two 
or  three  times,  when  I  have  looked  him 
lip  of  an  evening,  I  have  found  him  so 
tired  and  pre-occupied  that  the  only 
friendly  thing  to  be  done  was  to  go  away 
and  leave  him  to  his  solitary  pipe.'* 

'^Does  he  smoke  much?"  the  lady 
asked. 

"Never  has  a  pipe  out  of  his  mouth 
when  he  is  alone." 

Again  turning  suddenly  upon  the 
captain,  and  using  the  name  by  which 
she  had  been  wont  to  call  him  in  boy- 
hood, Miss  Lyte  said,  '' Kobert,  which 
of  those  two  pretty  girls  do  you  admire  ?  " 
And  so  saying  she  indicated  Janet  and 
Nelly  with  a  glance. 

The  gentleman  only  turned  his  eyes  for 
a  moment  towards  Janet,  lowered  them 
to  Miss  Lyte's  face,  and  then  to  the 
ground. 
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**  I  thought  SO,"  she  murmured.  "And 
Janet  ?  " 

Again  the  gallant  soldier  raised  his 
eyes ;  but  this  time  turned  them  in  the 
direction  of  Mr.  Lane,  who  appeared  to 
have  fallen  an  unwilling  captive  into 
the  snares  of  an  intellectual  young  lady. 

**  These  are  revelations !  "  said  Miss 
Lyte,  although  Captain  Fuller  had 
uttered  not  a  word  in  answer  to  her 
two  last  questions.  Then  she  asked 
abruptly,  ''When  are  you  going  to  join 
your  new  regiment  in  India  ?  ' ' 

And  he  answered,  ''  I  might  as  well  go 
to-morrow  as  to  stay  here  for  twenty 
years." 

When  Mr.  Lane  came  to  bid  his 
hostess  good-night,  he  started  imper- 
ceptibly at  the  sight  of  this  benevolent 
lady  who  had  shown  so  much  interest 
in  him.  He  had  entirely  forgotten  her 
presence,    but    managed   to    conceal    his 
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emotion,  and  to  make  her  a  stately  bow, 
again  regarding  her  with  that  calm 
scrutiny  which  caused  her  to  feel  that 
he  could  read  her  thoughts  without 
betraying  his  own. 

Nelly  and  Janet  each  gave  him  a  hand 
at  the  di-a^dng-room  door.  What  harm 
could  there  be  in  gazing  at  flowers? 
And  if  one  blossom  be  divinel}^  beautiful 
and  of  subtlest  fragrance,  is  danger  of 
necessity  lurking  among  its  rosy  petals? 
Must  the  beholder  shun  that  which  is 
so  fair,  so  sweet — reject  that  which  offers 
to  satisfy  all  the  occult  yearnings  of  a 
hungry  soul  ?  Strangely  near  to  hap- 
piness a  man  is  perhaps  drawn  when  it 
is  about  to  pass  for  ever  out  of  his  reach. 
A  verdant  glen,  watered  with  crystal 
fountains  ;  the  aii'  filled  with  the  cooing 
of  doves  and  soft  whispering  of  trembhng 
leaves  ;  the  ground  a  very  couch  of  yield- 
ing moss  :  such  an  oasis  hovers  for  a  few 
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brief  moments  in  the  mirage  of  the 
mind,  and  swiftly  disappears,  when 
before,  behind,  and  all  around  the  way- 
farer, parched  and  weary,  extend  the 
arid  sands  of  life,  the  homeless,  trackless 
desert. 

As  Mr.  Lane  took  this  fair  girl's  hand 
in  his,  strong  love  overbore  him.  In  his 
heart  he  yielded.  He  desired  her  with 
nnntterable  longing.  He  told  himself 
that  it  was  so.  And  this  admission 
was  their  doom  of  separation. 


Janet  went  up  to  her  room  and  locked 
the  door.  Out  came  the  big  black  hair- 
pins, and  down  came  the  golden  canopy 
of  tresses.  Again  the  gentle  girl  sat 
alone  before  her  mirror,  seeing  herself 
only,  and  herself  as  she  now  trusted  she 
seemed  in  the  eyes  of  one  other.  ^'  He 
does    admire    me,"  she  murmured  softly 
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to  herself;  ''he  does  care  for  me."  And 
again,  as  all  the  various  objections  to 
these  two  propositions  rose  and  were 
disposed  of  by  recent  evidence,  she 
insisted  to  herself,  "  He  does  admire  me  ! 
■ — he  does  care  for  me  !  " 

That  which  had  been  to  her  formerly 
a  source  of  grief  and  humiliation  now 
began  to  give  her  exquisite  dehght :  that 
he  had  often  been  to  the  house,  but 
seldom  spoken  to  her  singly,  or  appeared 
to  take  much  notice  of  her^  though  to 
others  he  could  talk  without  reserve. 
Even  to-night  he  had  paid  her  no  com- 
pHment.  "  And  yet  —  and  yet,"  she 
thought,  "  I  could  see  in  his  eyes  what 
he  would  not  say.  It  came  there  in 
his  own  despite ;  I  know  it  did.  And 
he  was  standing  close  by  my  side,  and 
felt  for  me,  and  understood  what  a 
dreadful  thing  it  was  to  break  down  like 
that  when  he  was  lookina:  on." 
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Over  the  shame,  despair,  and  struggle 
of  that  terrible  moraent  her  mind  ran 
back  with  dramatic  vividness,  and  over 
the  victory,  the  joy  which  had  succeeded 
to  the  anguish.  Looking  defiantly  at  her 
own  pretty  reflection  in  the  glass,  she 
said,  ''/don't  care!  I  shall  break  down 
if  I  like."  And  she  nodded  defiance  at 
her  double,  which  nodded  defiance  at  her, 
and  seemed  to  say,  ''  So  will  I." 

Then  her  thoughts  ran  on  in  the 
former  groove.  "  Why  is  he  always  so 
strangely  reserved  in  his  manner  to  me  ? 
And  why  won't  he  ask  me  for  his  poor 
dear  old  gamp  ?  Frank  says  he  is  too 
proud  to  marry  a  girl  with  money, 
because  he  is  poor.  And  I  say  he  is 
too  brave  to  flirt,  or  even  to  encourage 
poor  Httle  me,  if  he  does  not  intend  to 
marry.  But  he  might  take  just  a  httle 
more  notice,  and  be  a  Httle  kind,  es- 
pecially  when   I   look   particularly  nice, 
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without  exactly  flirting.  Perhaps — per- 
haps  "  And  the  maiden  peered  through 

the  fleecy  tresses  which  veiled  her  face, 
and  smiled  at  her  semblance  in  the  glass  ; 
for  Hope  told  a  flattering  tale.  ^^  Per- 
haps he  thinks  me  very  pretty  indeed, 
and  if  he  were  to  take  much  notice  he 
might  begin  to  grow  fond  of  me.  Per- 
haps already  he  finds  that  he  cares  for 
me  a  Httle,  or  more  than  a  Httle.  Per- 
haps he  is  afraid  that  he  should  find  out 
he  loves  me  some  fine  day." 

With  jealousy  of  any  Hving  rival  Janet 
was  not  troubled.  She  felt  quite  sure 
that  he  had  looked  with  favour  on  no 
other  girl  in  Pedlington.  ^^  He  is  not 
a  man  of  many  fancies,"  she  thought, 
*'  When  he  loves,  it  will  be  once  and 
for  ever.*' 

From  childhood  her  whim  had  been 
to  love  some  maiden  knight — to  win  a 
lover  who  should  love  for  the  first  time 
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in  loving  her.  For  wealth  or  station  she 
cared  Httle.  A  man  of  innate  nobility 
was  her  ideal.  The  more  mature  in  years 
he  might  be,  the  greater  her  triumph 
would  be,  as  resistance  in  love  would 
have  grown  part  of  such  a  man's  nature. 
To  her  apprehension  Mr.  Lane  had  em- 
bodied this  visionary  hero  at  their  first 
meeting  on  the  river.  All  subsequent 
acquaintance  and  report  had  confirmed 
the  truth  of  her  divination. 

Now  for  a  moment  a  cruel  pang  shot 
across  the  joy  which  filled  her  heart. 
She  remembered  the  profound  sadness  of 
Mr.  Lane's  face,  clouding  all  too  soon  the 
look  of  admiration  which  he  could  not 
control.  Could  the  interpretation  to  this 
he  in  that  strange  phrase  which  he  made 
use  of  when  refusing  to  dine  here  to-day, 
*'An  old  engagement  holds  me"?  No, 
no  ;  he  meant  no  more  than  he  said.  He 
was  unable  to  come  to  dinner,  because  he 
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had  promised  to  go  and  teach  those  poor 
dirty  creatures  at  the  ragged-school. 

'*  Could  he  have  loved  once  and  for 
ever?"  Her  wish  was  father  to  the 
thought  which  answered  this  question. 
^'  No  ;  he  had  never  loved.  That  heart 
was  too  lofty.  No  woman  had  conquered 
it.  But  I,  poor  httle  me,  whom  he  does 
admire — whom  he  does  care  for  already,  I 
will  climb  up  into  it,  and  dwell  there,  and 
be  at  rest." 

At  length  Janet  took  Mr.  Lane's  large 
green  gingham  umbra  out  of  her  cup- 
board, laid  it  gently  on  the  floor,  and 
stepped  over  it  into  bed.  This  was  her 
httle  allegory.  She  called  it  the  thres- 
hold of  his  heart. 
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POPERY. 

On  the  day  after  Mrs.  Browne's  party  Mr. 
Lane  left  two  cards  at  the  house,  one  for 
the  hostess  and  one  for  Miss  Lyte,  after 
which  for  the  remainder  of  the  school 
half-year  he  avoided  that  part  of  the 
town ;  and  Martin  vainly  endeavoured 
to  divert  his  tutor's  attention  from  the 
classics  to  social  aesthetics.  Mr.  Browne's 
house,  too,  was  situated  in  a  pleasant 
quarter,  or  rather  suburb,  of  the  town, 
lying  in  wait  with  its  three  pretty  green 
doors  (one  for  the  office,  one  for  the 
house,  and  one  for  the  kitchen),  and  their 
bright  little  brass  knockers   representing 
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Cupids,  to  catch  biicolical  clients,  or 
rustic  hearts,  or  country  vegetables  and 
dairy  produce,  as  the  case  might  be.  The 
front  of  the  house,  which  gave  immedi- 
ately on  to  the  footpath,  was  closely  cur- 
tained from  profane  eyes,  hke  the  ladies' 
apartments  in  a  Turkish  palace.  Even  in 
summer,  when  it  might  be  conjectured 
that  the  windows  were  open,  so  that  a 
glimpse  of  the  interior  would  have  been 
possible  from  without,  this  was  jealously 
obstructed  by  projecting  sun- shade  bhnds, 
reinforced  by  Venetian  shutters,  which  in 
their  turn  were  supported  by  diaphanous 
drapery  of  virgin  white.  At  the  back  of 
this  enchanted  castle,  commanded  by  the 
bay  windows  of  the  morning-room  and 
of  sundry  bowers  sacred  to  maiden  occu- 
pancy, was  a  charming  httle  garden,  like  a 
pre-Eaphaelite  picture,  or  the  quadrangle 
of  a  Moorish  house.  It  was  long,  narrow, 
exquisitely  kept,  with  a  lawn-hke  green 
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Genoa  velvet,  a  path  like  majolica  por- 
celain, flower-beds  like  the  pattern  on  a 
new  Brussels  carpet  (only  brighter),  an 
acacia  tree  like  one  in  the  foreground  of 
a  Watteau  picture,  a  fernery  in  the 
corner,  a  pear-tree  at  the  end,  and  all  in- 
closed with  a  high  red  brick  wall  geome- 
trically decorated  with  cherry,  greengage, 
apricot,  and  peach  trees.  But  neither 
Watteau,  Millais,  nor  Mubeady  could 
have  done  justice  to  the  group  which 
formed  the  life  of  this  charming  picture 
when  Mr.  Browne  and  his  quiver  of 
arrows  were  dotted  about  the  lawn  on  a 
still  summer  evening,  or  when  the  tea- 
table  was  laid  under  the  acacia,  and  only 
a  favoured  guest  or  two  were  admitted  to 
the  simple  festivity. 

Also  at  this  approach  to  Pedlington  a 
skilful  nurseryman  and  florist  exhibited 
his  seductive  wares.  Thither  Mr.  Lane 
had  been  wont  to  resort  for  the  purchase 
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and  exchange  of  roots,  bulbs,  and  what 
not — for  be  was  cnnning  in  the  cultiva- 
tion of  early  tulips,  byacintbs,  and  the 
rarer  orchids  ;  and  though  pursuing  the 
art  of  floriculture  himself  only  on  the 
smallest  scale,  found  many  occasions  for 
visiting  Mr.  Burgeon's  greenhouses  and 
forcing  sheds.  It  happened  also  that 
Janet  Browne  had  a  whimsical  fancy  for 
the  florist,  whose  acquaintance  she  culti- 
vated with  more  skill  than  her  flowers, 
which  were  perpetually  suffering  from 
blight,  mildew,  or  other  infirmity,  and 
exhibited  a  general  tendency  to  leave  off 
blossoming  as  soon  as  she  had  arranged 
them  nicely  on  her  window-sill  and  begun 
to  enjoy  their  luxuriance ;  whereas  the 
cunning  damsel  made  sad  havoc  of  the 
gardener  s  mature  affections ;  and  he  hav- 
ing after  long  toil  and  deep  pondering 
succeeded  in  producing  a  new  and  beauti- 
ful variety  of  the  fuchsia,  called  his  bairn 
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"La  Belle  Jeannette,"  and  won  a  prize 
with  it  at  the  great  Pedlington  flower- 
show. 

Even  now,  when  cruel  winter  chilled 
with  its  icy  breath  the  produce  of  field 
and  garden,  Janet  would  pervade  the 
domain  of  Mr.  Burgeon,  half  sad,  half 
sanguine.  She  would  have  a  crimson 
camellia.  She  liked  to  wear  a  bud  of  that 
plant  in  her  black  crape  bonnet.  The 
fancy  for  often  dressing  in  black  was  one 
of  her  peculiarities ;  and  Janet  detested 
your  French  make-believe  flowers.  We 
might  just  as  well  have  painted  wooden 
pears  and  peaches  for  dessert,  and  blown 
egg-shells  for  breakfast,  she  said,  as  sham 
flowers  for  ornament.  But  then  her  ca- 
mellia chronically  displayed  that  infirmity 
about  blossoming,  and  had  to  be  changed, 
and  Mr.  Burgeon  was  "a  dear  old  thing," 
and  so  good  natured !  So  she  went  again 
and  again,  each  time  getting  a  plant  full 
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of  bud  and  promise  in  exchange  for  her 
denuded  one.  But  only  Nelly  knew  that 
the  Httle  green  sprig  which  Janet  wore  in 
bosom  or  bonnet  with  her  crimson  flower, 
was  daintily  cut  from  her  own  Osmunda 
Regaha,  and  that  this  noble  fern  was  pro- 
cured at  no  shght  cost  of  wheedling  and 
entreaty  from  the  obdurate  Burgeon,  who 
had  taken  it  from  a  gentleman  in  ex- 
change for  a  valuable  Brazilian  orchis, 
the  Osmimda  Regaha  being  almost  as 
rare  in  Kent  as  the  black  swan. 

''Dear  Mr.  Burgeon,"  the  sly  beauty 
would  say,  ''  you  are  so  clever,  you  know ; 
I  am  sure  you  could  make  Osmundas,  or 
any  other  mundas,  grow  anywhere  by 
poking  a  httle  hole  in  the  dirt  (She 
always  would  call  mould  ''  dirt  ")  and  just 
whispering  into  it.  But  all  my  poor 
flowers  die." 

''  May  be  they  do  die  for  love  of  thee, 
Miss  Janet,"  says  the  gallant  gardener. 
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"To  pay  such  beautiful  compliments, 
and  yet  to  refuse  me  one  poor  fern ! 
Heyday  !  "  sighs  Janet. 

The  plaintive  flattery  went  down 
(Burgeon  was  but  a  chip  of  old  Adam's 
block),  and  the  fern  came  up  to  Janet's 
room  the  same  evening. 

Alas  for  the  days  when  love  was  love, 
and  if  denied  vocal  utterance,  would  talk 
by  ferns  or  flowers  or  winged  messengers ! 
The  Osmunda  came,  but  it  was  a  dumb 
token  still. 

No  trace  of  the  gentleman  from  whom 
Mr.  Bui'geon  had  obtained  the  fern  in 
question  could  she  discern  at  the  florist's, 
though  many  a  time  she  would  look  wist- 
fully back  as  she  left  that  resort,  or  in 
vain  hasten  her  steps  as  she  went  thither. 
She  abstracted  that  mute  card  which  he 
had  left  for  Mrs.  Browne  from  the  papier- 
mache  tray.  It  bore  in  a  corner  a  legend 
(in  manuscript),  ''  The  Abbey."    Not  that 
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tliere  was  any  occasion  to  tell  Janet 
where  he  lived.  But  she  liked  the  scrap 
of  his  handwriting,  and  somehow  with  it 
in  her  hand  felt  nearer  to  him  in  his  soli- 
tude. And  she  too  was  alone.  When 
you  have  set  your  heart  upon  one  person, 
and  given  its  treasure  to  him,  you  are 
alone  without  him,  though  all  the  world  is 
around  you.  Alone  without  him  even 
when  he  can  not  come :  how  much  more  so 
when  he  ivill  not ;  when  day  succeeds  to 
day,  and  each  day  of  hope  deferred  is  fol- 
lowed by  a  night  of  heart-sickness  !  Little 
thought  Janet  how  meanwhile  a  strong 
stern  man  was  shaken  with  a  great  fear 
lest  he  had  unwittingly  won  her  love,  and 
should  seem  inconstant  to  her;  "numb- 
ing his  pain"  with  the  '^  dull  narcotic  "  of 
"  measured  language  and  groaning  " — 

* '  Yet  this  inconsistency  is  such 
As  thou  too  shalt  adore, 
I  could  not  love  thee,  dear,  so  much, 
Loved  I  not  honour  more." 
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Albert  had  given  his  three  days'  notice 
to  Janet,  and  abandoned  the  early  ^valk 
now.  He  would  go  with  her  no  longer. 
She  saw  that  some  suspicion  was  preying 
upon  Albert's  cloudy,  mystical  spirit.  At 
first  she  pitied  him,  and  tried  to  comfort 
him.  But  soon  an  instinct  whispered 
to  her  that  he  suspected  and  dreaded 
the  man  whom  she  loved.  So  poor 
Albert  became  odious  to  her.  Comfort 
him  1  He  was  tormenting  lier  with  his 
timorous,  ominous  face.  She  became 
so  nervously  affected  by  Albert's 
silent  doubts,  that  his  presence  grew 
almost  insupportable  to  her.  She  shud- 
dered if  by  chance  he  touched  her.  And 
yet  poor  Albert  loved  her  honestly  and 
tenderly,  and  would  have  borne  some 
shght  suffering  T\dllingly  to  do  her  ser- 
vice. But  this  mental  torture  was 
horrible,  and  did  her  no  service.  Albert 
woidd  have  gone  to  ?dr.  Lane  and  spoken 
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his  mind  frankly  if  he  had  only  dared. 
Once  he  tried  to  resolve.  But  it  was 
heyond  his  strength.  He  dreaded  Mr. 
Lane  too  much  to  confront  him  with  a 
declared  suspicion.  Not  that  he  thought 
the  man  would  actually  set  upon  him 
and  do  him  a  bodily  harm.  He  could  not 
define  his  fears,  but  acknowledged  to 
himseK  that  he  dared  not  do  this  thing. 

One  morning  Janet  desperately  set  out 
for  her  walk  alone.  A  keen  wind  was 
blowing  from  the  north,  and  before  she 
had  gone  many  yards  she  was  struggling 
with  the  blast  and  a  pelting  storm  of 
hail.  Poor  Janet  had  no  umbrella  with 
her,  and  probably  could  not  have  held 
one  over  her  if  she  had.  She  kept  on 
her  way  bravely,  right  down  the  High 
Street,  where  two  or  three  clerks  or  shop- 
men, wrestling  through  the  wind  and 
sleet  to  their  early  labours,  encountered 
her,  and  turned  wondering  at  her.     She 
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seemed  too  fragile,  too  elegant,  and,  in 
the  passing  glimpse  they  canght  of  her, 
too    beautiful  to   be   out    alone    at    such 
an  horn*  and  in  such  weather.      But  on 
she  went,  heedless   of  their  looks,  their 
wonder,   theu'   pity.     For   the    sympathy 
of  one  only  she  cared ;  and  as  she  turned 
out    of    the    broad    street   to   follow   the 
terrace  which  sku'ted  the  cliff,  that  man 
came   in   her   footsteps   down    the   High 
Street,    and    saw    her    retreating    figure, 
but  turned  in  the  other  direction  down 
Corn  Lane  toward  the  school.      So  she 
battled    on    alone,    with  the    storni    and 
the  sohtude  within  her  and  without,  and 
made    her    lonely    circuit,    and    reached 
home  wet,  weary,  and  too  late  for  break- 
fast.     But   Mr.    Lane   had   discontinued 
his  practice   of   taking  the   chff   road  to 
the  school,   and,   as  we   have    seen,  had 
gone  to  his  daily  work  by  the  other  route. 
On  the  Saturday  afternoon  which  fol- 

YOL.   II.  I 
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lowed  the  Tuesday  of  Mrs.  Browne's 
party  Mr.  Lane  walked  up  to  the  Eectory 
before  dusk,  and  found  the  Eeverend 
Cyprian  putting  the  final  touches  to  his 
sermon.  The  parsonage  was  a  large, 
costly  house,  the  new  rector  a  small 
and  very  thi'ifty  man,  who  devoted  quite 
two-thirds  of  his  income  to  works  of 
piety.  He  occupied  the  Hbrary  only, 
which  served  him  as  a  study,  and  his 
invahd  sister,  who  kept  house  for  him, 
as  a  reception-room.  The  divine's  corner 
was  separated  from  the  large  area  of  the 
apartment  by  a  folding  screen.  An  air 
of  mediaeval  religion  pervaded  his  section. 
A  large  coloured  transparency  covered 
the  window,  and  was  just  now  lit  from 
without  by  a  last  level  ray  of  the  setting 
sun.  In  the  centre,  against  a  sky  of 
Syrian  blue,  sat  the  Blessed  Virgin,  re- 
presented as  a  young  and  beautiful  gnl, 
under  a  lofty  vine-t^dned  canopy.     She 
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appeared  rapt  in  contemplation ;  on  either 
side  of  her  stood  a  white  Hly,  and  a  dis- 
taff, and  \ratten  underneath,  ^'  Ego  Flos 
Campi,  et  Lilium  Conyallium."  Mr.  Key 
worked  at  a  table  in  a  recess,  ht  by  a 
single  wax  taper  in  a  brass  candlestick. 
In  another  recess  a  coloiu'ed  statuette  of 
the  Virgin  Mother  and  Infant  Saviour 
stood,  and  above  this  hung  a  veiled 
■crucifix  between  two  very  tall  candles. 

The  ecclesiastic  was  dehghted  at  Mr. 
Lane's  friendly  intrusion.  And  though 
his  manner  was  hght  and  joyous,  his  keen 
eyes  detected  that  shadow  of  suffering 
never  long  absent  from  Mr.  Lane's  face 
when  in  repose,  and  which  certainly  had 
darkened  during  the  last  few  days. 

'^  How  jolly  of  you  to  come  !  "  he  said. 
^'  Do  you  know,  I  have  been  afraid  to 
come  to  you !  I  am  ridiculously  timid, 
and  you  are  such  a  formidable  man.  And 
then  I  know  I  was  impudent  to  you  the 
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other  night.  I  called  yon  a  radical.  But 
yon  have  forgiven  me,  have  yon  not  ?  " 

"If  yon  talk  abont  timidity  and  for- 
giveness, I  shall  get  nervons  too,"  said 
Mr.  Lane,  "  becanse  I  may  offend  yon 
before  long.  And  I  should  not  come  to 
yon  if  I  thonght  jow  censorions.  Bnt 
excnse  me.  I  want  to  look  at  this 
book." 

Wherenpon  Mr.  Lane  affected  to  ready 
in  order  to  give  his  host  time  to  finish 
the  homily  npon  which  he  was  engaged.. 
Presently,  hearing  a  movement  behind 
the  screen,  he  went  forward,  and  fonnd 
the  lady  of  the  honse  there,  with  whom 
he  conversed  qnietly  till  her  brother  ap- 
peared. 

'*  Now,  what  shall  we  have  ?  "  said 
the  E  ever  end  Cyprian,  emerging  from 
his  seclnsion.  He  offered  mnsic  to  a 
friend  as  natnrally  as  a  farmer  wonld 
offer  his  gnest  meat  and  drink — ''some- 
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thing  racy  ?  "  And  he  looked  at  Mr. 
Lane  with  a  pecuHar  expression  of  in- 
terest. Then,  ^^itliout  waiting  for  an 
answer,  addi'essed  his  sister.  "Agnes, 
my  dear,"  he  said,  "you  too  look  sad. 
No ;  I  see  you  don't  want  any  Yerdi  or 
Offenbach."  And  sitting  down  at  the 
piano,  he  played  the  music  of  "  The 
Yale  of  Eest." 

"Again,  Cyinian,  and  again,"  she  said, 
when  he  left  off.  So  he  complied  with 
her  request.  Then  wheeling  round  on 
the  stool,  looked  fixedly  at  Mr.  Lane, 
who  for  some  reason  did  not  seem  as  self- 
possessed  this  evening  as  he  usually  did. 

Mr.  Key  still  looking  at  him  with  those 
insatiable,  inquii'ing  grey  eyes,  Mr.  Lane 
retm-ned  the  look  sadly,  and,  unable  to 
repress  a  sigh,  said,  "  It  hath  a  dying 
fall." 

"Yes,  that  is  just  it,"  Key  repHed, 
nodding  his  head  in  agi*eement  with  what 
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was  said,  but  in  some  slight  depreciation 
of  the  spirit  of  the  nmsic  which  he  had 
been  playing.  Then  walking  silently 
behind  his  screen  to  a  harmonium,  he 
struck  out  the  grand  old  music  of  the 
Dies  Irce,  now  and  again  bursting  into 
song  as  the  sj)irit  of  the  hymn  stirred 
the  chords  within  him.  Miss  Key 
trembled  and  shed  tears.  She  was 
evidently  too  sensitive,  and  fi*om  some 
physical  infirmity,  too  weak  at  the  pre- 
sent moment  to  bear  it  without  excessive 
emotion,  or  else  she  was  one  of  those 
whose  emotions  lie  so  near  the  surface 
as  to  be  ever  running  over.  But  Mr. 
Lane  thought  the  former  to  be  her  case. 

He  rose  and  stirred  the  fire,  seeing 
that  the  lady  shivered,  and  asking  her 
to  rise,  moved  her  chair  nearer  to  it. 
Then,  as  he  stood  with  an  elbow  on 
one  end  of  the  mantel-piece.  Key  joined 
them,  and  said  to  Mr.  Lane,  *'How  weary 
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you  look  !  You  seem  to  have  gi'own 
older  since  I  saw  you  last." 

''  The  holidays  are  not  far  off,"  Mr. 
Lane  replied. 

'^  Where  do  you  intend  to  s]3end 
them  ?  "   Key  asked. 

^'  The  first  fortnight  or  three  weeks  in 
my  den,"  said  Mr.  Lane,  ^^  varied  with 
my  winter  practice  on  the  river.  You 
might  join  me  sometimes  in  my  pair-oar. 
Phelps  sometimes  does.  Hubert  Browne, 
who  rows  a  good  oar  now,  very  often;  and 
1  know  you  Cambridge  men  are  accus- 
tomed to  boating  in  winter." 

''  I  will  share  your  wholesome  exercise 
with  pleasure  when  I  can  spare  the  time," 
said  Key.  ^'  But  what  shall  you  do  with 
the  rest  of  yom-  vacation  ?  " 

^' After  that  I  am  going  to  Oxford.  I 
suppose  you  know  my  time  here  has 
drawn  to  a  close  ?  " 

^*  No,    I    did    not    actually    know    it, 
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though  I  have  heard  that  3^011  thought 
of  leaving  iis,"  Key  answered.  '^  But 
if  you  think  an  EngHsh  degree  worth 
having  in  addition  to  your  German  ones, 
I  am  glad  to  hear  that  you  are  ahle  to 
go  up  at  once,  and  that  you  have  chosen 
Oxford.  I  am  a  Camhridge  man,  but  I 
must  admit  there  is  more  vital  rehgion 
and  more  vivid  intellectual  life  at  Oxford. 
I  trust  it  will  not  always  be  so. 

'*  You  have  done  a  good,  honest  stroke 
of  work  here,"  the  parson  resumed,  after 
a  pause.  ^'I  find  that  a  thoroughly 
healthy,  vigorous  tone  prevails  among 
the  boys,  and  the  school  is  well  set  upon 
its  legs.  Besides  which,  Phelps  is  a  host 
in  himself.  I  regret  that  a  splendid  man 
like  him  should  have  so  little  perception 
of  the  value  of  dogma;  but  at  any  rate 
I  believe  he  has  gained  experience  and 
knows  that  no  crime  is  greater  than  that 
of  uprooting  old  and  universal  influences 
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for  good,  when  you  know  that  you  can- 
not touch,  the  majority  of  people  Tiith 
your  new  philosophy.  You  know  he  and 
I  were  schoolfellows.  I  always  had  the 
most  profound  respect  for  him." 

As  Mr.  Lane  remained  silent,  Mr.  Key 
seemed  to  let  his  fancy  wander  to  the 
past.  His  sister  had  just  risen  and  left 
the  room.  He  now  spoke  again:  'Tor 
him,  and  for  a  great  friend  and  rival  of 
his  at  Harrow,  one  Bedford  Lyte." 

Still  Mr.  Lane  stood,  with  one  foot  on 
the  har  of  the  fender,  and  one  elbow  on 
the  end  of  the  mantel-sheK,  gazing  into 
the  fire  vdth  apparent  abstraction,  but 
Key  saw  that  he  was  attending  to  his 
reminiscences. 

"All  the  boys  venerated  them,"  he 
continued.  ''We  called  them  'Gemini.' 
They  were  our  gods,  present,  visible, 
obvious.  And,  like  Castor  and  Pollux 
at  the  Battle   of  the  Lake,  they  fought 
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the  schoors  battle  for  iis  once  together, 
coming  unexpectedly  on  the  scene  when 
we  were  being  worsted  and  some  of  ns 
terribly  mauled  by  a  host  of  roughs.  But 
the  name  '  Gemini '  had  a  facetious 
entendre  too,  because  they  happened  to 
be  singularly  unlite  each  other  in  ex- 
ternals. Phelps,  as  you  know,  is  dark 
and  slim,  while  poor  Lyte  was  a  young 
Hercules  in  form,  but  with  auburn  hair 
and  a  very  fair  skin." 

Again  the  parson  stopped,  and  now 
looked  curiously  at  the  set,  immovable 
lineaments  and  attitude  of  Mr.  Lane, 
who  still  gazed  steadfastly  into  the  fire ; 
but  finding  that  the  other  paused,  asked, 
<«  Why  do  you  say,  '  poor  Lyte'  ?  " 

^^I  will  tell  you  presently,"  Key  re- 
sumed. ^'But,  do  you  know,  I  think 
that  as  a  boy  you  must  have  singularly 
resembled  Bedford  Lyte.  Another  person 
would    not    think    so,    perhaps,    because 
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your  beard  is  so  enormously  thick,  and 
your  whole  expression  so  rigid.  Pray 
excuse  me.  I  don't  mean  to  he  rude. 
But  I  can  feel — I  know,  that  you  have 
suffered  much  before  yom*  face  or  figm-e 
became  what  they  are. 

'^  He  was  a  splendid  fellow,  and  at  that 
time  a  noble  fellow,  I  do  now  believe, 
speaking  in  the  sight  of  God,  though  he 
fell  tenibly,  awfully.  I  fear  the  stor}^ 
told  of  him  is  substantially  true.  A 
young  lady  was  abducted  from  his 
guardian's  house,  a  sister  of  the  Mr. 
George   Baily   who   married   the    second 

Miss    Browne But    why    should    I 

sicken  you  vrith  a  horrible  stoiy  about 
a  man  whom  you  never  heard  of  before  ?  " 

''Go  on,"  said  Mr.  Lane,  speaking 
gently,  but  with  a  tone  of  authority — • 
''go  on.  Key.     "What  have  you  heard?" 

A  strange  question  this  I  almost  imply- 
ing that  this  man  was  behind  the  scenes^ 
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and  knew  all,  and  desired  to  hear  what 
account  had  been  currently  reported! 
The  divme  also  noticed  that  his  inter- 
locutor called  him  "Key"  in  a  familiar 
tone,  as  if  they  had  been  long  acquainted. 
The  only  lighted  candle  was  behind  the 
folding  screen.  The  large  room,  dimly 
visible  by  the  fitful  flaring  of  the  fire, 
seemed  to  reel.  The  form  of  this  strange, 
stern  man  loomed  larger  than  it  actually 
was  in  the  dubious  light.  A  phantom 
dance  of  Phelps  and  Bedford  Lyte  and 
poor  Eleanor  Baily  and  Sir  Thomas 
Balbry  and  this  Mr.  Lane,  all  involved 
in  mystery  and  crime,  careered  through 
the  parson's  excited  brain.  He  could 
have  screamed  aloud  in  the  weird  fi'enzy 
w^hich  took  possession  of  his  mind.  But 
remembering  his  sacred  calhng,  and  that 
whatever  might  have  happened,  whatever 
revelation  was  to  take  place,  he  must  now 
have  a  distinct  part  to  play,  a  dignified 
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position  to  maintain,  he  controlled  him- 
self with  a  strong  effort,  and  went  on 
T\ith  the  story. 

'^  The  report  is  that,  after  having  the 
home,  the  only  home,  of  his  boyhood  in 
Mr.  B ally's  house,  and  having  received 
much  kindness  from  the  old  man,  Lyte 
took  this  young  lady  (an  only  daughter) 
away  from  all  the  holy  associations  of 
her  childhood,  that  he  ruined  her,  and 
then  deserted  her,  or  even  worse.  A  more 
fearful  stoiy.  Lane,  I  never  repeated ;  but 
you  have  almost  commanded  me  to  go  on." 

^^  Pray  go  on,"  Mr.  Lane  urged,  some- 
what impatiently. 

^'A  baronet,  Sir  Thomas  Balbry,  was 
mixed  up  in  this  affau',  I  do  not  know 
quite  how,  at  first.  But  he  perished. 
Some  say  that  he  tried  to  rescue  the 
girl,  and  that  Lyte  murdered  him. 
Others  that  Lyte  killed  him  in  a  duel. 
I  see  little  difference  myself." 
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' '  Who  say  all  this  ?  ' '  the  man  stand- 
ing by  the  fire  sternly  asked,  with 
difficulty  repressing  a  movement  of  im- 
patience, and  forcing  his  words  to  come 
out  calmly  from  between  his  fierce  jaws. 
^^  Who  say  all  this?"  he  repeated,  for 
Key  was  too  awe-struck  to  talk  glibly. 
At  length  the  latter  answered  slowly  : 

^*  Every  one  who  dares  breathe  his 
name.  But  the  facts  are  known,  Lane. 
They  are  beyond  dispute.  The  lady  dis- 
appeared, and  has  never  been  seen  since. 
The  man  is  dead,  and  the  baronetcy 
extinct.  George  Baily  and  his  wife,  the 
poor  girl's  sister-in-law,  are  the  only 
persons  in  the  secret,  and  so  are  likely 
to  be  the  chief  source  of  the  report." 

Now  Mr.  Lane  turned  his  eyes  directly 
on  those  of  Mr.  Key,  and  the  divine  was 
fascinated  by  his  earnest,  steadfast  gaze. 

'^  Do  you  remember,"  Mr.  Lane  asked 
slowly,    as    if   he    were    working    out   a 
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problem  in  his  own  mind,  and  trying  to 
recall  half -forgotten  circumstances — ''  do 
you  remember  the  licking  that  Lyte  gave 
George  Baily  at  Harrow  ?  " 

Key  was  in  a  world  of  phantoms  now. 
Past  and  present,  fact  and  fancy,  were 
confounding  each  other  in  his  mind. 
Strange  sui'mises  started  into  being,  and 
suddenly  were  gone,  giving  place  to 
others. 

^'I  do  remember  it,"  he  rephed,  pre- 
sently. "  Xo  one  who  saw  it  could  forget 
it.  I  wish  I  could.  I  have  never  seen  a 
fight  since.  There  was  something  a^^ful 
in  the  dogged  persistence  of  Baily  and 
in  the  cruel,  ferocious  severity  of  Lyte. 
The  whole  scene  presents  itself  \ividly  to 
my  imagination  sometimes,  when  I  have 
been  hearing  some  dreadful  story;  and 
blood  seems  to  dance  before  my  eyes 
w^hen  I  think  of  Balbry's  death  and  the 
fate  of  that  poor  girl." 
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*^But  retiu'ii  to  the  recollection  of 
that  scene,  said  Mr.  Lane.  If  the  man 
or  hoy  chastised  Baily  so  savagely,  may 
not  Baily  have  retorted  afterwards  by 
calumny  ?  Then  again,  yon  admit  Balbry 
may  have  fallen  in  fair  fight.  And  may 
not  the  yonng  lady  have  gone  into  a 
convent,  and  deliberately  died  to  her 
little  world — to  those  who  knew  her  ?  " 

A  short  pause  ensued,  after  which  Key 
said,  '^  That  might  be  so  :  but  pardon  me  ; 
how  can  you  know  anything  about  it  ?  " 

Mr.  Lane,  still  keeping  his  eyes  fixed 
on  Key,  and  standing  perfectly  im- 
movable, said,  ^'I  am  Bedford  Lyte." 

The  parson  sat  transfixed,  with  the 
palm  of  one  hand  on  each  thigh,  staring 
at  his  guest  and  repeating  his  words 
like  an  automaton,  ^'  I  am  Bedford  Lyte, 
I  am  Bedford  Lyte." 

He  was  utterly  surprised  and  con- 
founded by  these  few  words.     This  man 
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before  him,  this  Mr.  Lane,  a  master,  now 
for  nearly  three  years,  of  the  endowed 
Grammar  School  in  the  j^arish  over 
which  he  had  recently  been  j)laced,  a 
man  respected  by  parents  and  beloved 
by  boys,  had  commanded  Key's  hearty 
admiration  as  one  of  those  men  who 
work  their  own  way  in  the  world, 
and  who  often  attain  to  eminence  in 
after-life  owing  to  the  matmity  of 
mind  and  character  attained  in  then- 
laborious  progress.  He  had  recognised 
Lane  as  a  gentleman  at  once,  and 
recently  Frank  Browne  had  told  him 
that  their  friend  was  of  a  good  family, 
and  not  without  what  are  called  "  expec- 
tations "  in  the  future.  But  these  facts 
did  not  unsettle  his  former  opinion  of 
Mr.  Lane's  present  position  or  circum- 
stances. He  had,  either  dh'ectly  or  in- 
directly, been  given  to  understand  that 
his    new    friend    been   had   educated    in 
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Germany,  and  had  advanced  liimself  to 
some  professional  dignity  in  the  place  of 
his  pupilage  before  Phelps  had  offered 
him  the  mastership   at  Pedhngton. 

The  ecclesiastic,  in  whom  my  reader 
will  not  fail  to  recognise  an  imaginative 
temperament,  had  also,  as  a  schoolboy  at 
Harrow,  known  Bedford  Lyte,  and  during 
four  or  five  years  of  that  enthusiastic 
portion  of  his  life  had  been  accustomed 
to  regard  that  person  as  a  hero.  At 
school  Phelps  and  Lyte,  Castor  and 
Pollux  at  one  time,  were  Ajax  and 
Hector  at  another.  Their  rivahy  in 
scholarly  attainments,  hke  that  of  Lyte 
and  Fuller  in  athletics,  had  been  a 
contest  of  consummate  interest  to  the 
armies  of  which  they  were  respectively 
the  champions.  While  Key  was  still  at 
school  Lyte  had  left  with  a  brilhant  re- 
putation, and  was  reckoned  in  prospect  a 
Double-Fii'st   at  Oxford.      Shortly  after- 
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^vards  lie  di'opped  mysteriously  out  of  the 
circle  of  liis  friends,  and  his  place  knew 
him  no  more.  Time  wore  on.  Key 
graduated  at  Camhridge,  and  was  or- 
dained to  the  curacy  of  a  parish  in  the 
weald  of  Kent.  There  he  formed  an  ac- 
quaintance with  a  family  who  had  lived 
in  Pedhngton,  and  were  on  visiting  terms 
both  with  the  Browne s  and  with  the  late 
Captain  Lyte,  E.X.  From  this  source 
he  had  heard  how  his  old  schoolfellow 
had  been  disinherited  by  the  captain,  and 
how  two  of  Mr.  Browne's  daughters  had 
become  heiresses  in  his  stead.  The 
mmom'  of  Eleanor  Baily's  disgrace  and 
Balbry's  ^dolent  death  also  came  to 
Mr.  Key's  ears,  and  the  name  of  Bedford 
Lyte  was  connected  with  these  horrors. 

Xow  on  a  sudden  he  was  called  upon 
to  make  one  man  of  these  two  men,  so 
wholly  dissimilar  in  antecedents  and 
repute,  yet  so  like ;    for   as   he  gazed  at 
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liis  companion,  the  brow  and  eyes  of  the 
boyLyte  became  more  manifest  in  those 
of  Mr.  Lane.  Mr.  Key  also  fancied  that 
something  famihar  in  Lane's  manner  of 
speaking  had  struck  liim  from  the  first. 

*'  A  strange  acquaintance ! "  he  thought 
to  himself,  without  as  yet  speaking,  and 
then  took  himself  to  task  for  want  of 
sym]3athy.  ^' Not  acquaintance  merely,"' 
he  continued:  "he  was  my  friend  once. 
Still  he  bears  the  image  of  my  Maker,  my 
Redeemer.  This  man  has  sinned  and 
suffered.  He  has  endured  and  laboured. 
He  has  stumbled  terribly,  but  not  fallen. 
He  is  biTiised  and  sore.  My  office  shall 
succour  him,  and  I  will  be  his  friend. 
Let  the  Levite  pass  by  on  the  other 
side." 

But  the  bell  was  now  sounding  for 
evensong,  and  the  parson  went  his  way 
silently,  hoping  to  compose  his  mind  in 
the  exercise  of  his  holy  office,  and  leaving 
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Mr.  Lane  by  liis  friendly  hearth.  After 
an  hour's  absence  he  retm-ned,  and  taking 
a  Common  Prayer-Book,  opened  it  at  the 
communion  ser^-ice,  and  read  aloud  fi*om 
the  rubric  as  follows  :  ''  If  there  be  any 
who  cannot  quiet  his  own  conscience,  but 
requheth  further  comfort  or  counsel,  let 
him  come  to  me  and  open  his  grief,  that 
he  may  receive  the  benefit  of  absolution, 
together  with  ghostly  counsel  and  advice, 
to  the  quieting  of  his  conscience  and  the 
avoiding  of  all  scruple  and  doubtfulness." 

Closing  the  book,  he  looked  earnestly 
at  Mr.  Lane,  and  said,  "When  does  the 
school  break  up  ?  " 

''  On  the  17th." 

'^This  is  the  11th,"  piu'sued  Key. 
'^  You  might  prepare  youi'self  for  the 
Sacrament  of  Penance  before  the  17th." 

"  Is  it  really  a  sacrament  ?  "  Mr.  Lane 
asked. 

''  Assuredly." 
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Then  Mr.  Lane  gently  directed  Key's 
attention  to  a  certain  passage  in  the 
Church  Catechism  which  states  that 
there  are  ' '  two  sacraments  only,  as 
generally  necessary  to  salvation." 

^^  I  did  not  say,"  added  this  astute- 
theologian,  **  that  penance  Avas  generally 
necessary.  But  oftentimes,  I  thhik.  And 
always  helpful  in  the  solitude  of  the  inner 
life." 

Mr.  Lane  said  notliing ;  so  the  divine 
resumed : 

^^  The  inner  life  is  to  many  of  us  a 
dreary  solitude,  my  friend.  You  have 
been  fighting  on  bravely  single-handed. 
But  the  enemy  is  legion." 

**  True,"  replied  Mr.  Lane,  accepting 
Key's  proffered  hand,  and  closing  his 
nervous  fingers  upon  it  with  an  iron  grip 
— ^'  true  ;  but  I  must  take  time  to  think 
about  it." 

^' Take   time,"   the    priest    answered; 
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^^and  pray  that  your  judgment  may  be 
guided  in  this  and  all  things.  But,  how- 
ever you  decide,  let  you  and  I  see  much 
of  each  other  in  the  vacation." 

Then,  Mr.  Key  having  early  duties  on 
the  Sunday,  reth'ed  to  rest.  And  Mr. 
Lane,  returning  without  an  umbrella 
through  a  j) siting  storm,  sat  down  cold 
and  wet  by  the  dying  embers  of  his  fire. 
There  he  pondered  deeply,  and  consumed 
tobacco  moodily,  till  the  dull  grey  Sab- 
bath morning,  ushered  in  with  biting 
blasts  and  driven  rain,  dawned  upon  a 
world  of  conflict  and  controversy  and 
remorse. 
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CHAPTEK  y. 

LE   VOLEUR   CHEZ   LUI. 

Chkistmas  came  at  last,  thongli  Janet 
had  many  times  fancied  it  would  never 
come ;  for  these  few  last  weeks  had 
dragged  out  a  very  lorn  and  pitiful 
existence,  as  far  as  she  was  concerned. 
At  last,  however,  pride,  that  theological 
vice,  that  social  virtue,  which  gives 
nerve  to  so  many  a  downcast,  faltering 
knight,  came  to  the  rescue  of  Janet* 
Miss  Lyte  was  still  her  father's  guest, 
and  intended  to  remain  till  after  Christ- 
mas, meanwhile  keeping  open  an  invi- 
tation for  either  Janet  or  Nelly  to  return 
with  her  to  Pitsville  at  the  end  of  her 
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visit ;  for  Miss  Lyte  was  a  pleasant  and 
sociable — alas !  I  was  about  to  say 
*^  old,"  of  course  I  mean  "middle-aged" 
— lady,  and  though  belonging  to  what 
is  caUed  "The  Religious  World"  in 
that  gay  and  fascinating  resort  of  sinners, 
still  managed  to  have  a  few  agreeable 
people  about  her  pleasant  Pitsville  villa, 
and  was  not  at  all  averse  to  the  company 
of  a  pretty  and  well-mannered  girl,  even 
if  the  gentle  reprobate  had  as  yet  not 
been  brought  to  see  and  amend  the  error 
of  her  ways. 

Janet  thought  she  would  avail  herself 
of  Miss  Lyte's  kind  proposal.  She 
would  not  decide.  Poor  fluttering, 
longing,  gentle,  loving  heart  !  li  lie 
would  not  come,  she  would  go,  were 
it  merely  to  show  him  that  she  did  not 
care.  While  she  cared  so  much  :  atra 
cur  a — I  apologize — while  black  care  sits 
on    her    pretty    rounded    shoulder,     and 
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whispers  such  hard,  dissonant  j)lii'^ses 
into  her  coral  ear  that  her  very  gall- 
bladder  seems  to  have  burst  and  suffused 
her  heart  (were  such  a  catastrophe  j)os- 
sible)  with  bitterness.  But  she  could 
not  promise.  He  might  come.  He 
might  be  too  busy  till  the  end  of 
the  school  term.  Possibly  Albert  had 
offended  him.  Oh,  what  vengeance 
would  be  sufficient  to  TVTeak  upon  Albert 
if  it  were  so  ?  Not,  of  course,  to  atone 
for  Janet's  misery,  but  merely  to  requite 
the  injustice,  the  paltry  disparagement, 
of  one  so  far  above  it  and  above  its 
author !  Yet  Janet  did  not  in  her  heart 
beheve  that  Albert  could  have  erected 
a  barrier  over  which  Mr.  Lane  would 
not  step  lightly,  without  giving  it  a 
serious  thought.  Nor  could  Miss  Lyte 
by  any  possibility  be  an  obstruction 
to  him ;  for  she  openly  professed  the 
warmest   interest   in   and    admiration    of 
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him.  She  was  never  th-ed  of  askmg 
Janet  such  nice  questions  ah  out  him, 
and  encom-aging  Huheii;  to  speak  kindly 
ahout  his  friend  and  tutor. 

But  now  the  vacation  had  come ; 
indeed,  some  days  had  elapsed  since 
the  school  had  hroken  up,  and  Mr.  Lane 
had  gone  to  London  without  even  leaving 
a  P.P.C.  card  at  the  door,  though  usually 
he  was  so  pohte,  and  so  particular  in 
not  omitting  any  courtesy,  any  token 
of  respect,  to  Mrs.  Browne.  So  pride 
came  to  Janet's  aid.  She  trimmed  her 
feathers,  like  any  one  of  Mr.  Lane's 
canaries,  and  made  herself  gay  in  what 
little  sunhght  the  season  afforded. 

With  Christmas  came  Blanche,  Mrs. 
George  Baily,  jimior,  and  Eoheii: 
Browne,  heutenant   and  adjutant    of  the 

gallant th,    to   the    bosom   of    their 

family.  Of  Blanche  suffice  it  to  say 
that   she   was  tall   and   fau",  like    Janet, 
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but  taller,  with  hair  more  auburn,  a 
more  oval  face,  and  a  longer  upper  lip. 
Moreover,  she  had  a  melancholy  air, 
owing,  as  the  Pedlington  quidnuncs 
averred  (though  Frank  Browne  stoutly 
denied  this),  to  her  husband's  habitual 
neglect.  Like  other  established  belles, 
also,  Blanche  appeared  to  feel  her  ex- 
istence upon  the  surface  of  the  earth 
to  be  a  favour  ill  requited  by  an  ugly 
planet.  But  in  truth  our  story  little 
concerns  this  beautiful  though  not  pre- 
eminently happy  young  lady,  and  we 
are  scarcely  justified  in  taking  her 
photograph  on  so  short  an  acquaintance. 

Eobei-t,  famiharly  termed  "The  Eobber" 
(for  which  endearing  synonym  the  patient 
reader  will  presently  see  a  reason),  was 
a  gay,  burly  soldier,  with  a  broad  round 
bronzed  face,  deep-set  grey  eyes  of  the 
twinkling  order,  a  short,  light-coloured 
curly  moustache,  and  whiskers  to  match. 
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He  looked  particularly  handsome  with 
his  hat  on,  did  Eobert;  and  perhaps  the 
less  said  about  his  hair  the  better.  No 
male  member  of  this  elegant  family  could 
baffle  baldness  after  his  twenty-first  year. 
Albert  and  Frank,  each  in  his  day,  had 
hearkened  to  the  seductive  voice  of  the 
hair-dresser,  and  ^^^"ii'chased  bottles  of 
miraculous  and  costly  preparations  in 
vain.  They  had  both  grown  scei)tical. 
As  to  Eobert,  he  was  by  nature  a  Gallio. 
Let  the  locks  adorn  his  manly  brow,  or 
retire  to  his  ruddy  poll :  it  was  all  one  to 
him.  From  the  period  of  legal  maturity 
baldness  had  crept  stealthily  upon  each 
of  these  young  men,  hke  pimishment 
upon  the  evil-doer,  vdih.  slow  but  in- 
evitable footsteps.  You  could  trace  its 
gradual  progress  upon  the  heads  of 
Eobert,  Frank,  and  Albert,  according  to 
seniority,  while  the  meretricious  cha- 
racter of  Mr.   Browne's  locks  had   been 
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obvious  for  more  than  a  quarter  of  a 
century.  Frank,  with  his  usual  happy- 
turn  for  pleasantry,  used  to  observe  that 
the  capillar?/  attraction  was  all  on  the 
female  side  of  the  family;  and  happily 
the  girls  made  up  in  this  respect  for  the 
deficiency  of  their  brothers ;  indeed,  the 
three  younger  sisters  were  endowed  with 
their  luxuriant  tresses  in  some  of  nature's 
most  lavish  moods. 

On  Christmas  Day  the  whole  of  this 
estimable  family  adorns  itself  magnifi- 
cently (as  described  in  Chapter  II.),  and 
repairs  to  church  at  a  quarter  before 
eleven  in  the  forenoon,  as  all  respectable 
families  in  Christendom  (no  doubt)  do. 
But  seeing  that  all  such  families  in 
this  particular  district  of  this  particular 
borough  occupy  pews  in  the  body  of  Mr. 
Marmaduke's  church,  and  seeing  that 
Mr.  Browne's  party  is  swelled  by  the 
influx    of    Miss    Lyte,    Blanche,    Baily, 
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and  Eobert  Browne,  a  question  arises — 
How  are   all  to  be  accommodated    with  . 
seats  ? 

Now  the  younger  gentlemen  habitually 

attend  the  old  parish  church.     It  was  the 

jchurch  long   before  Mr.   Marmaduke,   or 

even  his  heroes,  Wesley  and  Whitfield, 

had   been   born   or    thought    of.      Their 

conservatism  was  offended  by  Mr.  Key's 

revival  of  the  ancient  Cathohc  ritual,  in 

which   perhaps   he  was  somewhat  hasty 

and   impetuous ;  but,    nevertheless,    they 

stood  by  the  bold  Httle  man,  and  sneered 

iit  the   old  fogies  who  left  the  church ; 

and  Janet  w^as  so  charmed  with  the  altar 

and  the    surpliced  choir,  and  the  music 

and  the  increased  reverence  and  devout- 

ness  of  the.  service,  that  latterly  she  had 

been  their  unfailing  companion.    To-day, 

with  a  strange  perversity,  she  wanted  to 

hear  Mr.   Marmaduke  preach   ('^ peach" 

she    pronounced    it).      But    the    Bobber 
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closed  his  left  eye,  twinkled  at  her  with 
the  other,  and  said  that  he  would  back 
her  to  go  in  and  win,  though  Mr.  Eorsyth, 
the  golden-tongued  curate,  was  considered 
so  eligible  by  a  crowd  of  fair  devotees. 
Blanche  and  Nelly  also  preferred  the 
district  church ;  and  it  must  be  admitted 
that  all  the  cavalry  soldiers  with  their 
gallant  leaders  made  a  handsome  show  at 
the  latter  place  of  worship,  and  that  the 
rolling  of  their  drums  and  squeaking 
of  their  fifes  was  a  pleasant  sound  after 
the  evangelist's  prolix  and  monotonous 
beating  of  ^'the  pulpit,  drum  ecclesi- 
astic." 

All  the  ladies,  however,  could  not  be 
furnished  with  seats  even  in  Mr.  Browne's 
ample  pew,  so  Eobert  vowed  himself 
ready  to  escort  his  "  ancient  Joan,"  httle 
thinking  that  severe  relative  to  be  within 
ear- shot. 

"  Thank  you,  Eobert,"  said  Joan,  with 
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asperity,  entering  the  open  doorway  of 
the  parlour  as  he  spoke.  At  her  inop- 
portune entry  Nelly  exploded  with 
laughter,  in  which  Janet  imprudently 
joined.  Finally  it  was  arranged  that 
both  Mrs.  Browne  and  sister  Joan  should 
accompany  the  younger  gentlemen. 

^^  Ancient!''  thought  Joan  to  herself, 
bridling,  as  she  marched  along.  And 
only  two  minutes  ago  she  was  thinking 
how  young  and  fresh  her  reflection  in  the 
mirror  looked.  ^^  Ancient,  indeed !  What 
idle,  worthless  creatures  are  mihtary 
men  !  Nothing  to  do  but  to  gad  about 
among  tittering  girls,  and  say  the  most 
silly  things.  And  they  must  needs  laugh, 
as  if  they  thought  him  witty.  Absurd 
chits !  '^ 

Then,  turning  to  her  mother,  Joan 
asked,  "  Do  you  know  why  Janet  refused 
to  come  to  the  old  church  to-day  ?  " 

"No,  my  dear,"  her  mother  answered. 

VOL.  II.  L 
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*^  Because  the  school  is  broken  up,  and 
Mr.  Lane  is  going  away  to  London,"  said 
she  of  the  hawk-eye. 

Mrs.  Browne  remonstrated  :  ^^  But  you 
don't  mean  to  say,  my  dear,  that  she 
goes  to  church  to  meet  a  gentleman,  or, 
indeed,  that  Mr.  Lane  would  do  such 
a  thing.  I  am  sure  I  think  them  both 
incapable  of  it.  I  have  the  highest 
opinion  of  Mr.  Lane." 

^'  And  do  you  know,"  continued  the 
betrayer,  waxing  more  wrathful,  ^'  why 
the  walk  before  breakfast  has  been  dis- 
continued ?  " 

''  I  suppose  it  was  a  passing  whim,  and 
died  out  Hke  so  many  others."  And  the 
good  lady,  having  said  this,  gave  vent  to 
her  little  sigh. 

^^  Albert  used  to  take  her  round  by  the 
cliff  every  morning  ;  and  they  used  to 
meet  just  here,  on  this  very  spot.  I  was 
in  the  churchyard  one  morning,  speaking 
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to  Graves  about  dear  Alfred's  tablet,  and 
I  saw  tbem." 

^'  You  out  before  breakfast,  Joan  ?  " 
And  Mrs.  Browne  looked  at  her  eldest 
daughter  with  unfeigned  surprise. 

Joan  coloured  crimson,  and  then  grew 
pale  as  marble,  biting  her  nether  lip,  and 
resolved  to  speak  no  more,  having  already 
said  so  much  more  than  she  had  intended. 
Her  Httle  triumph  in  betraying  Janet's 
secret  was  now  subdued  with  shame, 
and  soon  dwindled  into  a  mere  speck 
of  spleen  ;  for  Mrs.  Browne  walked  on 
briskly  but  silently,  and  smiled  with 
amusement  or  some  pleasurable  emotion. 
The  simple,  trustful  mother  was  merely 
thinking  to  herself,  **  I  wish  none  of  my 
dear  girls,  rich  or  poor,  a  worse  husband 
than  Mr.  Lane.  She  did  not  once  think  of 
hdm  as  a  school  drudge,  or  even  as  a  man 
poor  and  strange,  but  as  of  one  upright 
and   steadfast,  on  whom  man  or  woman 
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miglit  rely.  And  so  she  would  have  said 
to  Joan,  had  it  not  been  for  a  suspicion  of 
jealousy  on  the  part  of  her  eldest  daugh- 
ter, which  now  for  the  first  time  seriously 
entered  her  mind.  As  for  Janet,  she  had 
enough  money  to  marry  a  poor  man  if  she 
wished  to  do  so  ;  and  if  she  had  been 
dowerless,  still  Mr.  Lane  had  expecta- 
tions, and  meanwhile  might  make  a  good 
income,  or  could  do  so  when  he  had 
graduated  at  Oxford.  And  there  was  no 
hurry  for  Janet  to  marry:  she  was  a  mere 
child  yet. 

So  Mrs.  Browne  mused,  loving  her 
children  too  tenderly  to  wish  them  mar- 
ried, and  hoping  that  if  ever  they  should 
leave  her  it  would  be  with  men  after  her 
own  heart.  For  all  simple  and  noble 
characters,  or  what  seemed  such  to  her, 
this  lady  entertained  a  profound  respect, 
and  very  httle  for  mere  incidental  rank  or 
wealth ;    and  as  the   reader  has   already 
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seen,  she  regarded  Mr.  Lane  for  Hubei-t's 
sake.  The  more  she  thought  of  him  as 
Janet's  lover,  the  more  sunny  bright  grew 
her  countenance,  as  though  the  angels' 
song  had  reached  her  yester-eve  watching 
over  her  girls  by  night ;  and  as  if  she  had 
indeed  come  with  a  heart  full  of  joy  and 
peace  to  worship  the  King  of  kings  on 
this  His  natal  mom. 

She  took  Hubert's  arm  lovingly ;  for 
the  stripling  was  tall,  and  his  mother 
short.  As  they  entered  the  sacred  build- 
ing  she  whispered  to  Hubert,  "  Show  me 
Mr.  Lane's  seat."  He  passed  in  before 
her ;  and  as  they  swept  round  the  north- 
east angle,  under  the  painted  window, 
Hubert,  putting  his  hand  on  the  finial  of 
the  bench,  turned  to  her  and  smiled.  So 
the  gentle  mother  sat  in  Janet's  seat,  and 
prayed  fervently  for  the  wilful  girl  and 
her  lover,  whoever  and  wherever  he  might 
be. 
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But  as  tlie  face  of  Mrs.  Browne  had 
kindled  with  that  celestial  light  of  love, 
so  that  of  Joan  had  grown  dark,  as  we 
say  when  that  light  fades  entirely  out  of 
the  human  countenance. 

''  Sister — sold  again  !  "  Kobert  whis- 
pered to  Frank,  after  staring  devoutly 
into  the  crown  of  his  hat  for  the  space 
of  ten  seconds.  ^^  Sold  again  !  "  The 
brothers  had  overheard  a  part  of  the 
conversation  between  the  two  ladies,  and 
noticed  that  their  mother  was  pleased 
and  Joan  vexed.  The  Kobber's  con- 
science was  quite  easy  during  his  devo- 
tion, which  he  performed  rigidly,  as 
described  in  a  previous  chapter,  although 
in  his  thoughtless  mood  he  had  first 
aroused  that  demon  anger  with  which 
Joan  was  now  possessed.  However,  the 
reader  must  not  anticipate  any  tragical 
poisonings  or  poniardings.  In  a  respect- 
able and  united  family  these  little  domes- 
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tic  skirmislies  seldom  proceed  to  more 
active  hostilities.  There  are  very  few 
such  cases  on  record  in  the  archives  of 
the  county  prison  which  is  situated  in 
the  borough  of  Pedlington. 

As  you  would  naturally  have  expected 
from  this  report  of  the  spirit  which  each 
lady  took  into  the  house  of  prayer,  Mrs. 
Browne  felt  happier  when  they  left 
church,  Joan  more  gloomy.  The  young 
men,  conscious  that  they  had  been  doing 
the  right  sort  of  thing  in  the  right  sort  of 
way,  chuckled  with  self-satisfaction  as 
they  walked  home  to  lunch. 

A  glorious  day  was  that  Christmas  Day, 
frosty  and  bright.  In  the  afternoon  the 
girls  accompanied  their  brothers  for  a 
walk.  My  Lord  Blackpoole's  park  was 
thrown  open,  and  they  penetrated  (by 
special  permission)  to  ^'  The  Happy  Val- 
ley," an  inner  circle  from  which  the  plehs 
were  excluded. 
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Finches  chirped  and  robins  sang  in  the 
leafless  trees.  A  tiny  half-frozen  cascade 
tumbled  over  a  ledge  of  rock  into  a  half- 
frozen  lake  below.  The  sinking  sun  shed 
a  golden  glow  along  the  summits  of  the 
wood. 

'*  Blissful  resort !  "  sighed  the  Eobber, 
with  a  serio-comic  and  reflective  air. 
*^  Eeminds  one  of  Andromache  and 
^none  and  Aspasia,  doesn't  it,  Frank  ?  " 

**  Can't  say  I  devote  much  time  to  the 
classics,"  repHed  Frank,  who  was  fairly 
puzzled  at  Eobert's  outburst  of  senti- 
ment. 

^^  Andromache,  you  see,  was  Number 
One,"  continued  the  marauder,  bestowing 
a  friendly  twinkle  upon  Nelly  and  Janet, 
which  explained  to  their  keen  wit  that 
his  classical  names  were  merely  facetious 
adaptations.  ^*  When  a  gay  and  sportive 
youth  I  used  to  meet  that  charmer  in 
these  classic  shades.     She  too  was  young 
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and  tender.  Her  mother  found  ns  out, 
wrote  an  anonymous  letter  to  the  Gover- 
nor, and  flogged  Andromache,  which  I 
considered  the  unkindest  cut  of  all." 

The  girls  voted  him  to  he  so  ridiculous 
that  he  pursued  the  same  vein. 

"^none  was  Number  Two,"  he  said. 
*^  She  used  to  wander  forlorn  in  these 
sohtary  glens.  I  happened  also  to  he 
prowhng  about  these  diggings.  Conse- 
quently we  met.  She  was  the  daughter 
of  a  river-god,  I  was  told  :  old  Pincott,  in 
point  of  fact,  who  preserves  four  miles  of 
the  Thames  in  Oxfordshire." 

^'Why,  you  mean  Clementina!"  said 
Janet.  "  You  don't  mean  to  say  she  used 
to  come  out  here  alone  to  meet  you  1  " 

**  By  the  name  of  Clem  was  she  known 
to  mortals,"  continued  Eobert.  ^'I  called 
her  ^none,  and  these  slopes  the  knolls  of 
Ida.  I  tumbled  into  this  pool  of  reedy 
Simois   one    evening   when    picking   her 
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forget-me-nots.  I  caught  a  cold.  She 
*' caught  it  "  from  her  governess,  and  for- 
got me,  and  went  back  to  Father  Thames." 

^'Why  did  you  call  her  ^none?"  asked 
NeUy. 

^^  Because  she  was  always  sighing  for 
Paris,  beautiful  Paris  !  "  replied  the 
Kobber,  with  another  fraternal  twinkle. 

^^  How  ridiculous  you  are  !  "  exclaimed 
Janet. 

The  young  lady  in  question  was  a 
cousin  of  the  Ormsbys,  and  had  been  on 
a  visit  to  them  before  Eobert  went  to 
India.  Having  at  that  time  just  returned 
from  a  boarding-school  in  Paris,  she  was 
in  the  habit  of  regretting  her  absence 
from  that  gay  capital. 

Frank  was  perhaps  the  only  one  of  the 
party  who  fully  appreciated  Eobert's  pun 
at  the  moment;  but  Janet  and  Nelly 
referred  to  a  classical  dictionary  before 
dinner-time,  and  perused  Monsieur  Lem- 
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priere's  version  of  the  story  alluded  to, 
whicli  so  affected  Janet  that  she  forgot 
all  about  the  Eobber  and  his  witticism. 

*^  But  who  was  Number  Three  with  the 
wonderful  name  ?  "  asked  Nelly,  when 
Eobert  paused. 

'^  Aspasia  !  "  he  exclaimed,  smiting  his 
breast.  "Her  name  haunts  me  still.  But 
that  sun- stroke  you  know,  which  I  had  at 
Kurrachee " 

"  Fiddlestick  !  "  interrupted  Nelly  ; 
"  Champagne-stroke,  you  mean."  And 
they  all  laughed  except  Eobert.  For  the 
report  of  this  affiction,  though  credited 
by  Mrs.  Browne,  was  considered  as  purely 
legendary  and  mythical  by  the  rest  of  the 
family. 

"  That  terrible  knock-me-down,"  con- 
tinued the  Eobber,  quite  unabashed,  "has 
deprived  me  of  all  recollection  of  the  cir- 
cumstances which  attended  my  third,  last, 
and  most  fatal  passion." 
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So  saying,  Eobert  poked  Frank  play- 
fully in  the  side  with  his  elbow,  and 
deftly  changed  the  subject. 

<'  Why  don't  the  men  propose  ?  Eh, 
NeUy  ?  eh,  Janet  ?  "  he  asked.  ''  If  you 
decoy  them  to  this  happy  valley,  how 
can  they  be  obdurate  ?  The  very  place 
for  softly  spoken  words,  to  the  sound  of 
falling  waters,  or  the  beating  of  your 
own  hearts." 

"Perhaps  the  men  do  propose,  you 
see,"  said  Janet  archly;  but  you  can't 
telly  you  see.  You  don't  know  anything 
about  it.     Does  he,  NeUy  ?  " 

"That's  just  what  I  say,"  pursued 
Kobert.  "  If  the  winter  wind  is  less 
unkind  than  man's  ingratitude,  as  the 
poet  has  unkindly  observed  of  a  noble 
sex,  what  can  equal  a  woman's  heart- 
less frivoUty?  Think  of  your  brother, 
the  poor  war-stained,  weather-beaten 
soldier,  struck  down  by  the  tropic 
sun." 
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**Aliem!"  conghed  Albert;  and  again 
they  all  laughed. 

*^  Or   smoking    his   humble   cutty   by 
the  midnight  camp  fire " 

*'  More  in  your  line,"  suggested  Frank. 

**  Or  shivering  in  the  cold  dark  trench, 
or  scahng  the  breach  in  a  storm  of  bul- 
lets, and  not  a  letter  came  from  either  of 
you  heartless  girls  to  cheer  the  soldier 
in  his  exile.  And  then,  when  Claude 
Melnotte  returns,  you  laugh,  and  chaff, 
and  mock  his  prematurely  grey  hairs." 

**Bald  pate,  you  mean,"  retorted 
NeUy. 

"Yes,  my  Nelly,"  continued  the  Eob- 
ber,  baring  his  manly  brow.  '^Vene- 
rable absence  of  oakum !  "  here  he  passed 
his  gloved  hand  over  the  barren  surface. 
**  And  that  which  should  accompany  old 
age,  honour,  obedience,  and  confiding 
sisters,  I  dare  not  look  for,  but  in  their 
place,  chaff." 
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^'  Shakespeare !  if  I  am  not  mis- 
taken," Albert  solemnly  ejaculated.  But 
tlie  girls  were  not  sufficiently  versed  in 
Englisli  literature  to  detect  the  Eobber's 
garbled  and  fragmentary  quotations.  So 
they  were  unable  to  appreciate  the  covert 
apology  in  his  last  sentence  ;  and  Nelly 
flew  at  him  like  a  little  bantam. 

^*  Then  you  shouldn't  get  into  debt 
out  in  India!  "  she  cried,  ^^  giving  papa 
epileptic  fits,  and  making  him  sell  money 
out  of  the  Funds,  when  he  has  spent 
more  on  you  than  on  all  of  us  put 
together.  And  who  do  you  think  is  to 
go  barefoot  and  hungry  to  pay  for  your 
cigars,  and  champagne,  and  horses  ?  " 

At  each  of  the  three  closing  nouns 
substantive,  Nelly's  voice  rose  to  a  higher 
pitch,  till  she  quite  squeaked  out  the 
terrible  word  ^'horses,"  at  the  same  time 
threatening  her  brother  with  ferocious 
gestures.     It  was  a  cruel  attack.     Twice, 


LE   VOLEUR   CHEZ   LUI.  159 

indeed,  the  Eobber  had  outrun  the  con- 
stable. Each  tune,  when  fate  was  about 
to  overtake  him  with  its  sure  though 
limping  footstep,  a  penitent  letter  had 
emerged  from  Mr.  Browne's  foreign 
budget.  Also  a  lawyer's  summary,  con- 
taining a  schedule  of  the  prodigal's  debts, 
in  which  the  items  specified  by  Nelly  had 
figured  to  a  considerable  extent. 

The  veteran  held  his  ground,  however, 
and  went  on  as  if  he  had  suffered  no 
assault :  "  In  their  place,  chaff!  And  as 
I  before  hinted,  ingratitude,  more  cutting 
than  the  winter  wind  !  Janet  relents, 
I  see.  The  Queen  of  Hearts  protects 
the  Knave." 

Janet  did  understand  this  last  jeu 
d' esprit  J  and  not  unnaturally  appreciated 
it  fiilly.  The  old  bandit  was  so  brave, 
so  magnanimous,  so  cheery.  He  wouldn't 
even  break  a  lance  with  pretty  Nelly,  but 
took  her  points  in  his   bleeding  bosom, 
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and  seeing  Janet's  look  of  sympathy, 
turned  to  her  with  a  funny  compliment. 
Even  Mr.  Lane  could  not  equal  this  free- 
booter at  a  pinch.  And  Janet  did  like 
people  to  be  ridiculous  and  to  amuse  her. 
It  was  so  tiresome  being  always  dull  and 
cross.  The  Eobber  did  try  to  amuse 
them  all,  even  at  his  own  expense,  and 
it  was  too  bad  of  Nelly  to  attack  him 
so  fiercely.  All  men  sowed  their  wild 
oats — at  least  so  Frank  said.  But  Janet 
did  not  believe  it — not  as  Frank  meant 
it ;  and  having  consulted  her  mother  on 
this  subject,  was  confirmed  in  the  impres- 
sion that  it  is  your  rakes  and  roues  who 
spread  the  report  that  all  men  have 
been,  or  are,  as  they  are.  She  knew  one 
who  never  had  been  rake  or  roue.  Still 
it  was  quite  a  treat  to  have  Kobert  at 
home.  She  had  a  natural  domestic  sort 
of  fondness  for  ^^  the  siUy  old  thing." 
''  But   it   is   not   what  I  call  love,"  she 
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said  to  herself.  ^^  I  think  I  hke  him 
best  because  he  is  not  here  quite  so  much 
as  the  others,  and  because  he  thinks  less 
about  himself.  But  he  is  one  of  us  ;  and 
we  are  all  alike.  It  is  all  self,  after  all. 
I  cannot  reverence  such  a  man,  though 
he  is  brave  and  cheery;  and  if  I  can't, 
I  Tvon't  love." 

The  ill-used  warrior  failed  to  extract 
much  information  from  Janet  on  the 
subject  of  "  Fuller's  fiiend,"  as  he  called 
Mr.  Lane.  He  and  Captain  Fuller  had 
met  before,  and  now  he  only  knew  Mr. 
Lane  as  Hubert's  tutor,  and  as  one  whom 
Fuller  honoured  vdth  his  friendship.  But 
this  irritated  Janet,  for  she  disliked  the 
cavalry-man  in  spite  of  his  gallantry  to 
her.  It  was  not,  as  Frank  had  erro- 
neously conjectm-ed,  because  Fuller  had 
been  a  hiend  of  Bedford  Lyte's  in  boy- 
hood, and  still  entertained  a  sneaking 
regard  for  that  reprobate.     On  the  con- 
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trary  she  put  this  down  to  his  credit  as 
a  token   of  manhness  and  fidehty;    and 
indeed    she   was    disposed    to    give    the 
bearded    sex    generally    a    certificate   of 
generosity  superior  to    that   of    women. 
But  in  her  own  mind  she  held  a  secret 
tribunal  with  closed  doors,  more  arbitrary 
than  any  Star  Chamber,  more  implacable 
than   any  Vehmgericht.     In   it   she   im- 
panelled ghostly  juries,  employed  shadowy 
counsellors,    tried,    convicted,    and   pro- 
nounced judgment  to  her  own.  complete 
satisfaction  on  the  scantiest  chcumstantial 
evidence,  on  concurrences  of  hearsay  and 
suspicion.     A  leiir  insu  all  her  acquaint- 
ances  underwent   this  fiery  ordeal,  and 
often  fared  iniquitously,  being  unable  to 
provide  for  their  own  defence.     Akeady 
in  her  council-chamber  had  this  judicial 
sovereign   pronounced  sentence   of  ban- 
ishment from  her  favour  upon   Captain 
Fuller    and    most    of     his     companions 
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in  arms.  One  by  one,  long  ago,  each 
of  her  brothers  had  stood  m  that 
cruel  dock,  against  whom  the  evidence 
had  been  more  than  sufficient.  Only 
then-  gentleman-like  behaviom-  to  then* 
sisters  had  recommended  them  to  mercy, 
and  their  sentence  had  been  commuted 
to  loss  of  respect,  while  they  were  re- 
tained in  partial  favom*,  as  it  were,  on 
sufferance. 

A  certain  craft  or  method  in  Eobert's 
madness  amused  his  sisters  in  their  play- 
ful moods.  Eeports  of  his  desperate 
froHcs  in  India  and  elsewhere,  and  too 
palpable  evidences  of  his  extravagance, 
reached  the  quiet  house  in  Pedlington, 
together  with  printed  scraps  of  general 
orders  and  copies  of  despatches  attesting 
to  his  many  and  brilhant  services.  Foot* 
notes  imder  the  roll  of  his  regiment  in  the 
army  hst  proclaimed  his  feats  of  valom*. 
Eibbons  and  medals  adorned  his  manly 
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breast.  Since  their  return  from  India  his 
regiment  had  been  the  enyj  of  a  camp, 
and  Eobert,  the  adjutant,  had  been  com- 
plimented in  person  by  H.E.H.  the 
Commander-in-Chief;  so  that  although 
Mr.  Browne  had  twice  been  constrained 
to  sell  money  out  of  the  Funds  to  pay 
his  debts,  Eobert  was  in  some  sense  an 
honour  to  his  house.  Lately  this  had 
been  recognised  by  their  bachelor  uncle,, 
the  Squire,  who  had  settled  upon  the  hero 
an  annuity  of  .£200  for  Hfe.  Still  he  came 
home  in  a  threadbare  shooting- suit,  with 
only  a  few  shillings  in  his  pocket,  and  his 
old  tail-coat  in  a  decrejDit  Httle  valise.  A 
very  tame  cat  he  appeared  on  these  occa- 
sions, frequenting,  as  he  said,  the  ances- 
tral hearth  and  tapping  the  paternal 
swipes.  He  also  preferred  the  society 
of  his  sisters  to  that  of  the  men  at  the 
cavahy  depot,  went  anywhere  with  the 
girls  or  stayed  at  home  with  them,  and 
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fiu-tively  sliowed  them  liis  collection  of 
photogi'aphs,  portraits  of  strange  ladies 
in  mai-vellons  costumes  ;  also  among  Ms 
ai'cana  were  curious  little  square  pieces 
of  pasteboard  inscribed  with  certain 
hieroglyphics  and  the  printed  addr-ess  of 
a  person  whom  he  called  ^'Nunky- 
punky."  As  this  name  was  not  at  all 
famihar  to  them,  and  this  confidence  was 
invariably  accompanied  ^ith  a  knoTsing 
wink,  Xelly  explained  to  Janet  that 
^' Xunky,"  etc.,  was  a  dealer  in  second- 
hand watches  and  mosaics.  They  were 
precluded  from  consulting  Frank  or 
Albert  on  this  doubtful  topic,  as  the 
campaigner  had  previously  bound  them 
to  secresy.  In  short,  without  trespassing 
the  bounds  of  strict  propriety,  he  treated 
them  with  singular  confidence  and  loyal 
consideration.  In  return  they  laughed  at 
his  penitential  airs,  said  that  he  only 
stayed  at  home  to  save  his  mess  bills  and 
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shirk  his  duty,  and  that  as  soon  as  he 
could  draw  any  more  money  he  would 
be  off  to  his  dissolute  companions,  gam- 
bling and  riding  and  di'inking  champagne 
instead  of  paying  his  debts.  Nelly  added, 
her  firm  behef  was  that  he  had  defrauded 
that  mythical  relative  whose  grotesque 
cards  he  carried  in  the  pocket  where  his 
watch  ought  to  have  been. 

"With  all  your  faults,  however,  jon 
wicked  old  Eobber,''  Nelly  used  to  say — 
"  mth  all  your  faults,  we  love  you  still." 

And  they  were  all  glad  to  have  him  at 
home  on  Christmas  Day,  for  his  merry 
eyes  could  always  find  something  to 
twinkle  at,  and  they  seldom  tmnkled 
alone.  Janet,  as  we  know,  though 
Eobert  knew  it  not,  was  particularly  in 
need  of  some  one  to  cheer  and  enhven 
her  sohtude. 


(     3G7     ) 


CHAPTEE   VI. 

A  MASKED  BATTERY. 

On  that  same  day  of  peace  and  good- will, 
at  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  dinner 
being  disposed  of  and  dessert  placed  upon 
the  table,  Mr.  Browne  rose,  according  to 
an  ancient  custom  in  his  family,  and 
proposed  '^  Absent  friends  !  " 

The  governor  of  the  feast,  to  his  wife, 
who  observed  him  with  those  loving  eyes 
of  hers,  looked  pale  and  careworn,  but  so 
stem  and  resolute  a  command  did  the 
brave  old  man  exert,  both  over  featm-es 
and  feelings,  that  all  the  others  thought 
him  gay  and  joyous. 

Now  Eobert  also  rose,  so  that  the  two 
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gentlemen  were  on  their  legs  at  tlie  same 
time.  Kobert  read  little,  but  remem- 
bered all  that  lie  read,  and  mucli  of  what 
he  heard,  and  was  for  ever  quoting  some 
poet  or  classic  prose  writer.  Now,  closing 
one  eye,  and  looking  round  the  table, 
with  the  other,  he  amended  the  toast : 
*^  Friends,  lovers,  and  countrymen,"  he 
suggested — "  especially  those  interesting 
persons  in  the  middle." 

Mr.  Browne  gaily  took  him  up. 
^'Absent  fiiends,  lovers,  and  country- 
men," he  said.  Then  all  the  gentle- 
men stood  up  and  drank  the  toast  in 
honest  port — port  which  had  ripened 
under  the  quiet  old  house  for  twenty 
years  and  more. 

Now,  to  the  general  surprise,  Joan 
came  forward.  ^^  Suppose,"  she  said, 
^'for  a  little  novelty  and  a  little  novel 
interest,  we  were  to  give  a  name  all 
roimd?" 
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^^Hear,  hear! — name  all  round  I  " 
echoed  the  Eobber. 

"  Yeiy  good,"  responded  PateifamiHas. 
*'  I  have  no  donbt  it  vnH  conduce  to 
general  good-feeling  and  mutual  under- 
standing." And  he  smiled  at  [Mrs. 
Browne,  who  sat  02:)posite  to  him  in 
her  place  at  the  head  of  the  long  table. 
She  also  perhaps  looked  rather  nervous, 
but  knew  no  cause  for  alarm ;  and  seeing 
her  husband  apparently  cheered,  began 
herself  to  look  brighter. 

They  sat  at  table,  going  round  from 
right  to  left  thus  :  Mr.  Browne,  Joan, 
Albert,  Nelly,  Frank ;  Mrs.  Browne, 
Blanche,  Kobert,  Janet,  Hubert,  Miss 
Lyte.  The  elder  lady  had  chosen  Mr. 
Browne's  left  hand  to  avoid  sitting  with 
her  back  to  the  door,  saying  that  the 
cool  ah-  h'om  the  hall  would  not  hurt 
a  gentleman's  covered  shoulders.  But 
the    chair   on   Mr.    Browne's    ricfht    had 
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fallen  to  Joan,  and  tlie  Eobber  inith- 
lessly  whispered  to  Janet  that  "  Sister 
was  sold  again." 

*'  Now  then,"  said  Paterfamilias,  in 
that  happy  yernacnlar  so  familiar  to 
English  ears — ''now  then,  name,  from 
right  to  left.  I  fear  I  cannot  give  you 
the  pleasure  of  a  surprise.  You  will  all 
have  guessed  rightly  that  I  drank  to  the 
head  of  my  family — to  Uncle  Eohert, 
whose  absence  we  all  regret." 

"  Thank  you,  sh',"  Eobert  the  benefited 
cried  out,  with  some  rehef,  for  he  had 
purposed  to  name  his  benefactor  himself, 
but  considered  that  his  father  having 
done  so,  released  him  from  obhgation, 
and  left  the  field  open  to  adventure. 

Everybody  was  looking  at  Joan,  who 
evidently  sat  nerving  herself  for  an  effort. 
"Being  ancient j''  she  said,  with  a  grim 
smile,  "  and  having  no  fear  of  being  mis- 
understood,   I    di'ank    the    health    of    a 
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gentleman  wlio  very  naturally  admires 
our  clear  Janet,  and  makes  no  effort  to 
conceal  his  admiration,  and  I  am  sure 
T\dtli  a  little  encouragement  would " 

General  disturbance  and  signs  of  dis- 
approval, in  the  midst  of  which  Echert 
shouted,  "  Shame  !  shame  I  —  name  ! 
name  !  " 

''Oh!"  continued  Joan,  "  if  I  am  to 
be  put  down  in  this  way,  I  decline  to  say 
any  more,  except  that  I  always  prefer 
gentlemen  who  have  no  mystery  or 
secresy  about  them " 

^^Namel  name!"  cried  Eobeii;  and 
Hubert  in  a  breath. 

''  Captain  Fuller." 

Janet  blushed  angrily,  but  Xelly,  lean- 
ing forward  and  staring  at  Joan  across 
Albert's  white  waistcoat,  said,  "  Why, 
my  dear  Joan,  we  have  all  seen  through 
yom^  little  dissimulation  long  ago,  and  set 
you   down    for    another    tall    man    who 
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happens  to  be  as  solemn  and  taciturn  as 
a  judge." 

'^  Thanlv  you,  Nelly,"  replied  Joan, 
A\itli  a  desperate  effort  to  look  amused, 
but  losing  her  colour  perceptibly,  and 
tightening  her  hps. 

''Order,  ladies,  if  you  please!"  cried 
Albert,  rising  gallantly  between  the  com- 
batants. "I — ahem! — I,  as  you  are  all 
aware,  am — a  Cipher." 

''  A  humble  cousin  of  Lu-cifer's,"  said 
Frank. 

''I  have,  as  I  was  about  to  say,  many 
agreeable  acquaintances,  and  many — 
aliem  ! — amiable  relatives,  but  no  friends, 
absent  or  present,  except  my  father  and 
mother " 

''No,  no!"  shouted  the  Kobber,  with 
comic  indignation. 

"Excuse  me,  Kobert,"  persisted  Albert 
gently,  '^  no  friends  except  the  authors  of 
my  being." 
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^^  Quite  a  Dodo  solitarius,''  remarlved 
Frank ;  and  again  general  good-liumour 
began  to  prevail. 

^'As  to  lovers,"  Albert  continued,  '^I 
have  mentioned  to  several  attractive 
young  ladies  that  if  other  matters  or 
negotiations  of  a  matrimonial  tendency 
should  not  turn  out  according  to  their 
wishes  and  expectations,  and  if  they 
would  favom'  me  vdih  a  few  lines  to  that 
effect,  I  should  be  proud  to  conduct  them 
to  the  h}Tneneal  altar " 

'^  Old  polygamist !  "  interrupted  Frank. 

*^No,  Frank,"  resumed  the  orator, 
^^  7J0U  certainly  should  not  misunder- 
stand me."  And  Albert  looked  impres- 
sively at  his  censor,  as  though  he  could 
say  more  an  if  he  would.  But  Frank  was 
in  no  way  pertui'bed.  Then  Albert  re- 
sumed, with  more  care,  "  Out  of  four  or 
five  young  ladies  to  whom  I  may  have 
addressed  that  observation " 
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'^  You  said  you  liacl,  just  now,"  Frank 
calmly  observed. 

^^  Out  of  four  or  five  young  ladies/' 
poor  Albert  persisted,  ''to  whom  I  have 
addressed  that  observation,  or  words  to 
that  effect- — let  me  see."  And  he  stood 
for  a  few  seconds,  bland,  elegant,  white- 
waistcoated,  counting  his  propositions 
with  the  fingers  of  his  right  hand  in  the 
palm  of  his  left.  Having  thus  refreshed 
his  memory,  he  proceeded:  "Out  of  those 
five,  two  are  already — ahem ! — more  than 
brides. '' 

"Hear,  hear!"  shouted  the  Kobber ; 
and  Mrs.  Brown  and  all  the  young  ladies 
laughed. 

"And,  as  I  should  have  said  before," 
continued  Albert  carefully,  and  resolved 
not  to  be  laughed  into  further  inaccuracy, 
"  if  matters  relating  to  a  prospective 
matrimonial  alliance  should  not  eventu- 
ate according  to  her  wishes  and  expecta- 
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tions  with  either  of  the  remairdng  three, 
and  that  wounded  heart  will  entrust  itself 
to  my  care,  its  owner  will  have  no  occa- 
sion to  apply  to  me  that  expression  (of, 
I  believe,  Greek  derivation)  which  Frank 
made  use  of,  in  his  hght  and  graceful 
manner,  doubtless  misunderstanding  the 
tenom-  of  my  words." 

''But,  my  dear  Albert,"  said  his 
mother,  smiling  upon  the  panting  orator, 
''what  Itave  all  these  revelations  to  do 
with  the  toast  ?  " 

"My  dear  mother,"  he  repHed,  "you 
are  all  so  impatient !  Impetuosity,  I  may 
say,  characterises  this  age,  this  borough, 
even  this  ha]3py  and  united  family/' 
(Again  Mrs.  Browne's  watchful  eye 
caught,  or  fancied  that  it  caught,  the 
shadow  of  some  coming  calamity  on  her 
husband's  countenance.  But  Albert  went 
on  without  apprehension).  "The  ladies 
to  whom  I  have  ventured  to  allude  being 
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either  already  more  than  brides"  ("Hear, 
hear!  ")  "or  about  to  becorae  the  brides 
of  happier  men,  can  scarcely  be  spoken  or 
thought  of  as  my  'lovers.'  I  have 
akeady  explained  that  I  am  without 
absent  *  friends.'  Being,  therefore, 
without  absent  friends  or  lovers,  I  drank 

— ahem " 

"  Out   with   it,    old   Circumlocution !  " 
cried  Eobert. 

"  I  pledged  my  countrymen." 
And  Albert  sat  down  in  the  glow  of 
rhetorical  success,  wiping  his  denuded 
brow  mth  one  of  those  fine  cambric 
"hankshifs"  which  poor  Httle  Janet 
had  lavished  her  money  and  labour  upon 
for  him  during  those  halcyon  days  when 
they  had  walked  arm  in  arm  of  a  morn- 
ing, like  brother  and  sister  dwelling  to- 
gether in  unity.  There  v/ere  a  dozen  of 
them,  at  4/.  I65.  per  dozen;  and  in  the 
corner    of    each    she    had    embroidered 
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a  Cipher  so  beantifally,  that  Messrs. 
Ludlam,  Hill,  or  Harborough  might  haye 
sold  the  handkerchiefs  for  a  sovereign 
apiece. 

Nelly,  being  called  upon  in  her  turn, 
and  having  duly  blushed,  laughed,  and 
shrugged  her  pretty  shoulders,  observed 
to  an  orange  on  her  plate  that  she  drank 
to  her  lovers. 

**Now  this  is  becoming  too  general," 
said  Frank  rising.  ^'I  think  it  Tvas  a 
shame  of  iUbeii:,  considering  his  years 
and  vdsdom,  to  begin  it.  Nelly  may  be 
excused  for  following  suit  on  account  of 
the  universahty  of  her  taste.  I  beheve 
that's  the  correct  expression.  I  tell  her 
she  is  like  a  comet,  you  know,  which  has 
a  considerable  following  or  tail,  but  can- 
not describe  a  regular  orbit,  or  seem  to 
do  so,  whichever  may  be  the  case  with 
the  stars." 

Here  Frank  paused,    and  the   Eobber 
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remarked,  parenthetically,  for  Nelly's 
comfort,  that  the  Milky  Way  was  sup- 
posed to  consist  entirely  of  comets.  It 
was  all  one  to  Nelly.  She  had  never 
heard  of  that  luminous  track  before. 

^'This,"  resumed  Frank,  "has  been  a 
day  of  revelations.  Eobert  has  already, 
during  our  afternoon  ramble,  given  us  a 
most  affecting  narrative  of  three  of  his 
first  loves  ;  and  now " 

"  Order !  "  Eobert  exclaimed ;  "  order  ! 
Not  three  ofr 

"  I  stand  corrected,"  said  Frank.  "  He 
confesses  to  none  since  Number  Three. 
"  Of  his  three  first  loves,"  I  should  have 
said.  And  now  Albert,  our  family  Lo- 
thario, in  graceful  periods,  and  with  a 
touching  melancholy,  like  the  dying 
perfume  of  a  crushed  flower,  admits  that 
in  the  course  of  a  long  and  laborious 
career  he  has  contrived  to  spare  five 
dehcious  moments  to  love,  and  left  three 
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disconsolate  hearts  to  bewail  those  en- 
gi'ossing  cares  " — here  Frank  paused,  but 
nobody  saw  the  joke,  so  he  went  on  with 
disgust  —  "which  have  snatched  him 
from  their  embraces.  Without  any  more 
palaver,  then,  I  drank  to  Miss  Ormsby." 

''Which?"  asked  Eobert,  liftmg  liis 
glass. 

''Clara!  " 

"Hear,  hear!"  the  gentlemen  all 
replied. 

'^The  White  Camelha,"  said  NeUy, 
demurely  sipping  her  wine. 

"As  ladylike  a  gui  as  any  in  Pedling- 
ton,"  remarked  Mr.  Browne,  graciously. 
For  still  the  stout  old  Briton  held  his 
ground. 

"Proud  of  your  approval,  sir,"  said 
Frank,  again  in  quite  a  Christmas 
humour.     "Now  for  it,  mamma!" 

Mrs.  Browne,  like  Nelly,  showed  a 
pretty  Httle  indisposition  to  confess,  but 
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at  last  said,  in  a  low,  clear  voice,  and 
with  a  pitiful  face,  ^'I  fear  it  may  not 
be  right.  But  you  know  it  was  the  first 
glass  of  wine  I  drank  since  God  took  him. 
And  I  pledged  our  dear  boy  who  is  no 
longer  on  earth." 

Perhaps  the  good  lady  attributed  so 
much  of  sadness  and  constraint  as  she 
saw  in  her  husband's  face  to  some  recol- 
lection of  this  trial.  As  she  spoke  the 
memory  of  all  went  back  to  last  Christ- 
mas Day,  when  Mrs.  Browne  had  refused 
her  annual  glass  of  wine ;  and  back  from 
that  to  a  sadder  day  in  the  autumn  of 
that  year,  when  the  news  arrived  that 
Death  had  laid  his  silent  finger  upon  a 
son  of  their  house  while  a  stranger  in  a 
foreign  land.  But  they  soon  rallied. 
Fifteen  months  will  heal  most  domestic 
wounds.  The  bounteous  Hours  overlay 
old  ruins  with  so  many  gracious  groT\i)hs 
of  moss  and  herb  and  floweret.     Or  else 
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the  en\T.ous  Hours,  sullen  at  our  old 
regrets,  encumber  their  rehcs  with  new 
waste  and  loss  and  ruin,  so  that  grief  is 
swallowed  up  hi  grief,  and  the  old  regrets 
have  lost  their  power  to  move  us. 

''  I  am  sure  Mr.  Key  would  not  think 
it  wrong,  mamma,"  urged  Nelly.  *'  He 
invokes  the  saints,  you  know;  and  I 
think  he  prays  to  the  Yu'gin  Mary." 

^'Fie,  fie,  my  dear!"  said  Mrs. 
Bro^Tie,  holding  up  an  admonitory  finger. 
She  was  sm'prised  to  see  no  displeasure 
on  the  pale  distraught  face  opposite  to 
her,  removed  as  it  was  by  the  whole 
length  of  the  table,  yet  never  absent  from 
her  tender  observation. 

Here  Frank  di'awled  out,  as  he  cracked 
a  filbert,  ^'  It  would  be  rather  good  to  tell 
old  Marmaduke  that  mamma  was  peni- 
tent, and  wanted  absolution."  And  the 
presumably  horror-struck  face  of  that 
minister  presented  itseK  to  the  imagin- 
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ation  of  his  hearers,  thus  reviving  their 
merriment. 

Blanche  next  in  her  turn  naturally  said 
that  she  had  pledged  her  absent  husband^ 
George  Baily.  And  Kobert,  who  hap- 
pened at  that  moment  to  look  towards 
his  father,  saw  such  an  expression  of  pain 
on  his  countenance  that  he  forgot  all  the 
funny  things  he  was  about  to  say.  But 
attributing  his  father's  emotion  to  the 
memory  of  the  lost,  and  hoping  to  rouse 
him,  he  rallied,  and  resolved  to  drive  dull 
care  away. 

Eising,  and  winking  at  Albert,  ho 
began:  ^^I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is» 
Nor,"  (turning  to  Frank)  "have  my 
manners  Antinous's  easy  sway.  I  may 
have  loved  in  days  of  yore,  and  may  not. 
Heroes  are  but  men ' ' 

"Oh,  oh!"  from  Frank  and  Albert, 
Scornful  laughter  from  the  girls. 

"As  Frank  justly   observes,  however, 
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I  have  already  alluded  to  those  attach- 
ments which  were  early  lodged  against 
my  account  in  the  hank  of  love." 

^'  Bravo  !  "  cried  Frank,  generously 
forgiving  the  marauder  for  having  over- 
looked his  engrossing  pun. 

^^  Since  which  period  of  juvenile  mis- 
fortunes," continued  Eohert,  *^  the  inso- 
lence of  Jacks-in-office,  and  *  the  spurns 
that  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes,' 
have  nearly  driven  the  weary  veteran  to 
^  his  quietus  make  with  a  bare  bodkin.' " 

'^  Shakespeare  ;  Hamlet's  soliloquy  !  " 
Albert  gravely  explained,  proud  of  his 
acquaintance  with  the  Elizabethan  poets. 

Then  the  Eobber,  with  a  quaint  grin  at 
Albert,  resumed  : 

"  The  Sun  of  Kurrachee,  however," 
C^Oh!  oh!  Hear!")  ^^ that  fiery  lummary 
which  floored  me  in  the  land  of  Yishnu, 
scorched  the  soldier's  brain,  but  left  his 
affections  untouched.     And  as  a  burned 
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child  dreads  tlie  fire,  so  a  wounded  heart 
shuns  the  wiles  of  ahen  sirens.  Janet, 
my  sympathetic,  gentle  sister,  is  now 
enthroned  where  Sophonisba  or  one  of 
the  other  two  nameless  ones  wields  the 
sceptre  over  Albert.  No  rival  shall  dis- 
place my  peerless  Janet."  ('Em — 'em! 
from  that  young  lady.)  **  But  of  friends 
and  brothers  in  arms,  men  formidable 
in  the  battle-field,  unweary  in  a  cam- 
paign, but  in  peace,  quiet,  gentlemanly 
men " 

'*  So  I  should  say,"  Frank  interposed. 

^'  Quiet,  gentlemanly  men,  of  rather 
sedentary  habits  than  otherwise- " 

*^  Van  John  and  ecarte,"  Frank  sug- 
gested. 

^*  Of  rather  sedentary  and  Hterary 
habits — of  such  friends  I  have  a  goodly 
company,  whose  absence  from  this 
paternal  mahogany  I  deplore.  These  I 
pledged  in  the  ancestral  port,  and  also 
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that  little  remnant  of  my  liumbler  fellow- 
countrymen,    the   rank   and   file   of    the 

gallant  th  who  smTive  the  foeman's 

spear  and  the  fiery  darts  of  Phcebus." 

^^  Quite  a  Marc  Antony,"  said  Frank 
appro^^gly,  as  the  warrior,  sitting  down, 
turned  to  his  neighbour,  and  said,  *^  Now 
for  your  secret,  my  Queen  of  Hearts." 

Janet  made  a  little  movement  as  if 
about  to  speak ;  then,  catching  a  look  of 
triumph  in  Joan's  eye,  changed  her  mind 
suddenly,  and  said,  ''  I  ivont  tell." 

Her  nature  and  habit,  though  not 
confiding,  were  utterly  truthful.  In  a 
difiiculty  evasion  never  occurred  to  her 
mind.  And  it  was  by  reckoning  on  her 
straightforward  habit  that  Joan  had  cal- 
culated on  di'agging  her  secret  to  light. 

V^Come,    my     dear!"    said     mamma, 
encouraging  her. 

"Let  pussy's  head  peep  out,"  said  Mr. 
Browne  kindly,  and  looking  at  her  with 
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imusnal  interest.  ^'Let  pussy's  liead 
peep  out.     What  colour  is  it  ?  " 

Looking  at  tier  father,  she  was  struck 
with  the  earnest,  anxious  gaze  he  was 
directing  toward  her.  She  really  wished 
to  speak  out  candidly ;  but  sister's  hard, 
cold  eye,  and  clouds  of  chaff  or  expostula- 
tion darkening  the  prospect,  drove  her 
within  herself.  Again  she  said,  "  No  ;  I 
2uon't  teU." 

^'  It's  my  turn  now,"  blurted  out 
Hubert.  '^  And  if  a  girl  doesn't  like  to 
tell  who  she  is  thinking  about,  I  don't 
see  why  she  should  be  bullied.  But  I'll 
tell  you  all  who  I  drank  to  :  Mr.  Lane, 
the  joUiest  fellow  I  ever  knew,  and  the 
best  friend  I  ever  had.  And  if  you'll 
pass  the  decanter,  sir,  I'll  give  him 
another  bumper." 

At  this  point  Janet's  hand  shpped 
imder  the  table,  and  catching  Hubert's 
as  he  sat  down,  squeezed  it  with  ecstasy. 
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'*'  Take  another  yourself,  I  siip23ose  you 
mean,"  replied  papa.  The  good  man  was 
holding  out  vigorously,  for  his  life's  and 
children's  sake,  and  also  perhaps  in 
courtesy  to  his  guest.  "But  the  bottle 
goes  round  the  other  way,  my  bo3^" 

''The  Black  TuHp,"  said  XeUy,  sip- 
ping her  wine.  We  have  before  men- 
tioned the  quaint  love  of  contrast  which 
induced  her  to  confer  this  title  upon 
Mr.  Lane. 

"I  should  not  call  Mr.  Lane  exactly 
*  a  jolly  fellow,'  Hubert,"  said  his  mother; 
''  although  your  regard  for  him  does  you 
credit." 

''But  he  is  a  jolly  fellow,"  urged 
Hubert.  "  He  taught  me  to  row  pro- 
perly and  to  swim.  I  should  never  have 
won  that  medal  but  for  him.  And  3'ou 
should  see  the  boys'  faces  up  at  his  class  ! 
Instead  of  looking  cowed  and  stupid,  as 
we  used  to  do  with  Doctor  Oldham,  they 
all  look  as  jolly  as  sand-boys." 
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''  Ahem,"  Albert  argued,  *^  may  I 
inquire  whether  hilariousness  (if  there  is 
such  a  word ;  and  I  beg  Hubert  to 
observe  that  I  have  no  desire  to  carp,  but 
that  I  ask  for  information,  liot  being 
myself  a  scholar  of  profound  erudition) — 
is  hilariousness  jparticularly  conducive 
to  scholarship  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  Hubert  replied. 
^'Pulling  a  long  face  over  a  sum  won't 
make  the  answer  come  right.  I  know 
that:' 

^'  No,"  said  Albert,  smiling  with  an  air 
of  absolute  conviction;  ^' no  :  certainly 
notr 

But  as  the  question  hovered  about  the 
domain  of  social  ethics,  Frank  was  moved 
to  assert  himself  and  maintain  his  auto- 
cracy. *'  I  have  a  great  regard  for  Lane 
myself,"  he  said — "  a  very  great  regard. 
Indeed,  I  asked  him  to  dine  here  to-day." 
(Janet  furtively  started.)     ^^But  his  con- 
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stitution  seemed  to  require  a  severe 
course  of  fasting  and  psalm- singing,  and 
lie  has  gone  up  to  what  they  call  ''A 
Ketreat,"  at  the  house  of  a  parson  in 
London.  And  with  all  due  respect  to 
Hubert's  mature  judgment  and  penetra- 
tion, I  think  Lane  is,  Hke  most  religious 
men,  of  rather  a  melancholy  turn,  and  as 
proud  as  Lucifer." 

The  revelation  of  ^Ir.  Lane's  proceed- 
ings and  the  profundity  of  Frank's 
observations  induced  a  pensive  pause, 
after  which  the  Eobber  said,  *^  Not  being 
posted  in  the  biography  of  Lucifer,  my 
son  Berty,  you  may  consider  yourself 
shut  up  by  the  family  oracle.  Then 
Mr.  Browne,  tuiTiing  to  the  lady  on  his 
left,  said,  with  forced  gaiety, 

*' Last,  but  not  by  any  means  least: 
what  absent  friend  held  the  place  of 
honour  in  Miss  Lyte's  regard  ?  " 

It   now   appeared    that   an   unmarried 
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lady  of  maturer  years  than  Janet  or  Nelly 
miglit  feel  embarrassed  at  such  a  ques- 
tion. Miss  Lyte  visibly  hesitated,  and 
manifested  distress.  Then  looking  round 
the  table  with  an  appealing  glance,  but 
avoiding  Mr.  Browne's  eye,  she  said,  ^'It 
may  be  well  in  the  end,  though  it  is  very 
painful  to  me  to  speak  plainly  now.  And 
I  beg  you  all  to  remember  that  ^  charity 
covereth  a  multitude  of  sins.' "  A  silence 
fraught  mth  wonder  fell  upon  them  all. 
Then  the  lady  went  on  :  ^'  Unlike  Albert, 
who  has  so  many  relatives,  and  so  few 
friends,  you  must  remember  that,  while  I 
have  many  kind  and  excellent  friends 
(among  whom  I  hope  ahuays  to  reckon 
all  of  you),  I  have  only  one  relative 
hving  ;  and  I  not  unnaturally  drank  to 
my  absent  nephew,  Bedford  Lyte." 

The  pallor  of  Mr.  Browne's  counten- 
ance became  absolutely  livid.  Mrs. 
Browne  stared  at  him,  and  quaked  with 
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fear.  Blanche  iinslied  with  anger.  Xelly 
pouted,  and  turned  her  glass  upside  do^Yn 
in  her  plate.  The  young  men  preserved 
an  ominous  silence. 

The  hostess,  after  a  few  moments' 
xmaYailing  terror,  caught  her  guest's  eye, 
rose,  and  the  ladies  quitted  the  room. 

Albert  bowed  them  out  Y'ith  stately 
ceremony,  closed  the  door  noiselessly, 
and  returned  daintily  to  his  chair.  But 
no  sooner  Y*as  he  seated  than  Mr. 
Browne,  vdih  his  most  artificial  smile, 
made  them  a  silent  bow,  and  also  left  the 
room. 

^^By  JoYe!"  said  Eobert,  ^'I  thought 
the  poor  old  dad  would  have  had  another 
fit.  How  suddenly  she  unmasked  her 
guns !  Bei-ty,  my  boy,  cut  up  and  see 
whether  the  Governor's  in  the  drawing- 
room,  and   bring   us   word   what's   going 


on." 


Hubert  withdrew. 
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*' What  can  be  lier  game?"  the 
Eobber  inquired  of  Frank. 

^'Game?"  repeated  Frank  savagely, 
and  with  a  furious  gesture.  '^Game? 
Why,  to  fetch  this  scamp  back  from  the 
Antipodes,  make  a  ^ill  in  his  favom-,  and 
set  some  speculating  attorney  on  to  con- 
test Captain  Lyte's.  A  pretty  fellow  to 
cram  down  all  our  throats  on  a  Christ- 
mas Day  !  I  wish  Balbry  had  killed  the 
d d  rascal !  " 

Now  Albert  felt  some  inexplicable 
desire  to  take  this  prodigal's  part.  ^'  Per- 
haps," he  timidly  suggested — ^'perhaps 
Miss  Lyte  may  be  of  opinion  that  her 
nephew  has  already  suffered  enough,  in 
loss  of  fortune  and  reputation,  for  his 
share  in  a  certain  deplorable  trans- 
action." 

''•  Serve  him  right,"  retorted  Frank. 
**  His  share,  indeed  !  " 

*'And  you  will  allow  me   to   observe. 
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Frank,"  Albert  continiied,  waxing  warm 
with  his  subject,  "that  possibly — mind, 
I  decline  to  say  more  than  possibly — 
the  lady  may  have  been  partially  to 
blame." 

"  Shame!  shame!"  shouted  the  Eobber, 
more  than  half  in  fun,  and  hoping  to  pro- 
voke a  quarrel  between  Albert  and  Frank. 

'*  Excuse  me,  Eobert,"  replied  Albert, 
roused  by  opposition.  "  I  am  not  aware 
that  any  member  of  this  family  ever  saw 
Bedford  Lyte,  or  had  any  reason  to  think 
ni  of  him  until  that  catastrophe  haj)- 
pened.  He  bore  an  excellent  repute  at 
Harrow.  The  contest  between  Baily  and 
him  was  a  fair  issue,  fought  openly  before 
the  w^hole  school ;  and  no  doubt  Baily 
tried  to  thrash  him,  though  he  unfortu- 
nately failed.  So  far  we  cannot  fairly 
condemn  Lyte.  But  we  all  did  see  the 
young  lady.  We  know  that  her  home 
was  distasteful  to  her ;  and  we  may  have 
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noticed  a  certain  ease  in  her  manner  with 
gentlemen." 

Frank  now  broke  in  angrily.  "  This 
is  what  I  call  a  mean,  cowardly  attack," 
he  said;  ^^  trying  to  take  away  the 
character  of  a  beautiful  and  innocent 
girl,  as  Miss  Baily  certainly  was.'' 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Frank,"  rejoined 
the  elder.  "■  I  only  wish  to  hold  the 
balance  evenly  between  two  persons. 
Wrong  there  was.  Why  should  we  put 
it  all  into  one  scale  ?  Do  we  know  any- 
thing for  certain  ?  " 

'^  No  one  ever  denied  that  that  fellow 
seduced  and  deserted  her,"  said  Frank. 

'*  Nor  do  I  positively  deny  it,"  said 
Albert.  ''But  I  think,  Frank,  that  as 
a  partner  in  a  legal  firm  of  some 
standing,  you  might  hesitate  to  condemn 
a  man  without  positive  evidence.  And 
this  I  will  say,  while  we  are  discussing 
a  subject  painful  to  us  all :  I  should  be 
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very  sorry  for  a  sister  of  mine  to  be 
as  easy  in  her  manner  ^dth  gentlemen 
as  Miss  Baily  was  !  " 

''Hear!  hear!"  cried  the  marauder, 
thundering  on  the  table  mth  his  knuckles, 
and  making  all  the  glasses  jingle.  ''A 
most  outrageous  little  flirt  she  was  !  " 

Albert  had  already  said  more  than 
he  wished  to  say,  though,  on  mature 
reflection  during  the  last  few  weeks, 
he  had  concluded  that  Bedford  Lyte 
had  been  served  with  scanty  justice, 
and  that  there  remained  another  version 
of  the  old,  sad  story,  which  it  would 
be  well  for  all  persons  concerned  to 
hear.  From  first  to  last  it  had  been 
taken  for  granted  that  the  absent  man 
was  chargeable  with  Miss  Baily' s  ruin. 
He  had  suffered  severely  in  consequence, 
though  the  d  priori  evidence  was  against 
the  general  verdict.  The  Bailys,  father 
and  son.  had  maintained  an  impenetrable 
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reserve  on  the  subject.  Nor  had  Lady 
Balbry,  the  mother  of  the  unfortimate 
baronet,  spoken,  though,  by  proving 
Lyte's  guilt,  she  might  have  cleared 
her  son's  reputation ;  and  the  Bailys 
might  in  the  same  way  have  justified 
the  severity  of  Captain  Lyte's  will.  Pre- 
sently Hubert  returned,  with  a  flushed 
countenance. 

^'  Here's  a  go  !  Miss  Lyte  is  teUing 
them  a  fine  cock-and-bull  story  upstairs ; 
or  else  the  story  we  have  always  believed 
is  a  pack  of  lies.  She  says  that  Bedford 
Lyte  never  ran  away  with  Eleanor  at 
all;  that  Sir  Thomas  Balbry  had  more 
to  do  with  her  ruin  than  any  one  else. 
And  she  has  shown  them  all  a  letter 
from  Lady  Balbry,  which  has  made  them 
believe  every  word  she  says." 

'^  Did  you  see  it  ?  "  Eobert  asked. 

"Yes;  but  I  hadn't  a  chance  of  read- 
ing it.     Blanche  and  Janet  were  poring 
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over  it  together,  and  Blanclie  is  as  pale 
as  a  ghost." 

''Is  the  Governor  upstairs?"  asked 
Frank. 

"No,"  Hubert  replied.  "But  the 
worst  of  it  is,  Janet  vows  that  she 
will  give  all  her  fortune  to  that  Bedford 
Lyte  as  soon  as  she  comes  of  age." 

"  I'm  d d  if  she  will !  "  said  Frank, 

with  considerable  emphasis,  and  left  the 
room,  grinding  his  teeth. 
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CHAPTEK  VII. 

BITER   BIT. 

*'  Sit  down,"  said  Mr.  Browne,  when 
Frank  came  into  his  private  office  quiver- 
ing all  over  with  rage.  But  the  son's 
fury  was  at  once  calmed  hy  the  pale 
anguish  of  his  father's  face. 

"'  I  suppose,"  Mr.  Browne  said,  ''  you 
have  not  yet  heard  that  the  offices  of 
Baily,  Blythe,  and  Baily  are  closed  ?  " 

Frank  had  not  heard  even  a  word  in 
warning  of  such  a  catastrophe.  But  the 
blow  was  so  sudden  that  he  said  nothing. 

"Nor  that  your  nice  brother-in-law 
has  squandered  every  penny  of  his  wife's 
fortune,  and  then  left  the  country  ?  " 

Frank  winced  at  this. 
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^^  And  laid  himself  open  to  actions  for 
conspiracy  and  fraud  ?  " 

''How  so?"  Frank  asked. 

But  Mr.  Browne  went  on  with  his 
grievous  catechism.  "  Nor  that  the  500/. 
which  I  had  laid  hy  for  Hubert's  outfit  is 
gone?" 

''D — n  it!"  Frank  ejaculated,  involun- 
tarily. At  this  httle  outbreak  a  sickly 
smile  played  for  a  moment  over  the 
father's  face,  but  immediately  gave  place 
to  the  settled  expression  of  pain. 

''  Nor,"  he  continued  —  "  nor  that 
Blanche  had  no  more  right  to  the  for- 
tune which  she  has  lost  than  I  have  to 
the  crown  jewels  ?  " 

''What  matters  that  if  it  is  lost?" 
asked  the  son  savagely. 

' '  Nor  "  —  his  father  went  on  —  "  nor 
that  Janet  holds  her  fortune,  or  the 
title  to  it,  entirely  on  the  sufferance  of 
Bedford  Lyte  ?  " 
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Again  Frank  ground  his  white  teeth 
together,  and  scowled  in  silence. 

''In  short,"  Mr.  Browne  resumed, 
gasping,  "  General  Lyte,  the  Captain's 
father,  executed  tivo  ivills,  one  faulty, 
the  other  perfect.  The  Bailys  sup- 
pressed the  latter  testament,  which  was 
a  facsimile  of  the  former,  but  without  a 
flaw,  and  allowed  or,  I  fear,  encouraged, 
Captain  Lyte  to  set  aside  the  former, 
and  to  bequeath  the  fortune  in  which  he 
had  actually  only  a  life-interest  to  your 
sisters.  The  suppressed  will,  leaving  the 
whole  fund  to  Bedford  Lyte  at  his  uncle's 
death,  was  kept  by  the  Bailys,  and  offered 
only  the  other  day  to  that  young  man 
for  a  pecuniary  consideration,  to  avert 
their  ruin.  Either  in  a  fit  of  drunken 
spleen  with  the  Bailys,  or  in  some 
wild  freak  of  generosity,  the  heir  thrust 
that  document,  the  title-deed  of  his 
fortune,  into   your    brother-in-law's   fire. 
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and  three  adult  witnesses  saw  it  utterly 
destroyed." 

''Ahome-tkrust  that,"  said  Frank,  feel- 
ing at  the  beginning  of  this  revelation 
dismayed  and  discomforted,  but  suddenly, 
by  the  last  disclosure,  reheved  of  an 
insupportable  weight  of  ignominy  and 
distress. 

'^  How  do  you  know  all  this,  sir  ?  "  he 
asked,  curious  to  ascertain  the  sources 
of  his  father's  information ;  but  knowing 
well  that  the  astute  old  lawyer  would  not 
have  accepted  this  marvellous  tale  on 
anything  short  of  absolute  demonstration. 

"  Hoiv  .^  "  his  father  repeated  with 
severity.  ''  Did  I  ever  believe  in  will-o'- 
the-wisps  ?  Have  I  not  always  regretted 
that  will  of  Captain  Lyte's,  and  felt  that 
it  would  have  been  better  for  my  children 
to  share  and  fare  alike  ?  " 

"-  You  have,  sir,"  replied  Frank, 
anxious,    as    far    as    his    own    emotion 


202  WON   AT   LAST  ! 

would  permit,  not  to  aggravate  his 
father's  distress.  "Yet  yon  will  admit 
that  it  is  natural  and  proper  for  me  to 
be  able  to  refer  to  the  evidence  on  which 
my  belief  in  these  strange  events  is  to  be 
founded?" 

''  The  papers  will  be  found  sorted  and 
docketed  in  No.  7  of  my  private  drawers, 
under  the  letter  L,"  Mr.  Browne  rephed. 
And  Frank  could  not  avoid  a  suspicion 
that  his  father  spoke  as  if  he  were  giving 
directions  to  be  carried  out  in  case  of  his 
unexpected  death.  "In  the  mean  time 
you  may  as  well  read  tliis.  It  is  full  of 
undesigned  evidence  of  a  valuable  and 
singular  character."  And  the  father 
handed  a  bulky  letter  to  the  son,  and 
sat  hstlessly  thrumming  on  the  table 
with  his  fingers,  and  staring  vacantly 
at  Frank's  face,  over  which  a  succession 
of  changes  came  and  went  as  he  read. 
The  letter  ran  as  follows  : — 
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"  Honoured  Sir, 

''Being  an  old  servant,  Joseph 
Foot  by  name,  of  Mr.  Baily,  Sen.,  and 
formerly  not  miknown  to  you,  when  I 
served  the  late  Captain  Lyte  at  Box- 
wood Yilla,  near  Pedlington,  I  make 
bold  to  appeal  to  you  for  a  just  compen- 
sation, which  I  hesitate  to  ask  of  ]\Irs. 
George.  In  the  year  1850,  after  serving 
Mr.  Baily  for  foui-  years  as  upper  foot- 
man, or  groom  of  the  chambers,  I  married 
a  young  person  as  was  lady's-maid  to 
Miss  Eleanor.  Mr.  George  since  done  me 
the  kindness  to  make  me  office  messen- 
ger.    But  Mrs.  Foot,  she  left  me " 

(Here  the  editor  of  these  memoirs 
omits  some  unpresentable  matter,  which, 
however,  appeared  to  affect  Frank's  mind, 
as  he  perused  it,  with  a  sense  of  the 
horrible  reahty  of  that  which  his  father 
had  so  abruptly  disclosed.  Then  the 
following  passages  occurred.) 
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^^Mr.  Bedford  Lyte,  honoured  Sir,  is 
said  to  have  abducted  Miss  Eleanor. 
Many  a  half-sovereign  Mr.  Bedford  have 
given  me,  if  I  do  not  make  too  bold.  He 
never  took  Miss  E.  away.  Sir.  Mr. 
George,  he  put  the  letter  that  Mr. 
Bedford  wrote  from  Basle  in  her  way. 
He  wrote  for  his  money,  honoured  Sir, 
that  Mr.  George  used  to  draw  for  him 
from  the  India  House.  His  own  words 
was,  '  Tell  no  one  my  address,  and  burn 
this  when  read.  As  my  uncle  has 
thought  proper  to  drive  me  into  soli- 
tude, I  wish  to  be  alone  until  I  can  cut 
out  for  myself  a  path  through  the  hard 
rock  and  make  friends  among  those 
who,  like  myseK,  are  travelling  in  desert 
places.'  Mr.  George  threw  the  letter  in 
the  drawing-room  fender,  careless-like. 
I  was  going  to  pick  it  up,  when  he  tells 
me  to  mind  my  own  business,  and  not 
pry  into  things  which  don't  concern  me. 
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Which  I  had  no  mind  for  to  do.  But 
seeing  that  Mr.  George  was  plotting  Kke, 
and  leaving  the  letter  there  with  a  pur- 
pose, I  made  bold  to  step  upstairs  between 
the  courses  and  look  at  the  letter.  And 
when  Miss  Eleanor  came  up  from  dinner 
she  saw  Mr.  Bedford's  handwriting,  and 
read  the  letter  too.  That  is  how  she 
knew  where  Mr.  Bedford  was.  She  had 
not  heard  from  him  since  he  had  the 
difference  with  the  Captain,  and  went 
away.  Mrs.  Foot,  as  was  lady's-maid  to 
Miss  Eleanor,  can  tell,  and  has  often  told 
me,  honoured  Sir,  when  I  saw  her  (and 
begged  of  her  to  leave  that  handsome 
^dlla  and  return  to  her  humble  home) 
that  Miss  Eleanor  had  been  wild  to  know 
where  Mr.  Bedford  had  G^one.  She  was 
to  have  been  his  wife,  as  no  doubt  you 
know,  Sir ;  but  when  Mr.  Bedford  found 
out  that  she  was  not  Miss  Baily  at  all, 
but  the  Captain's  daughter  by  -\Irs.  Baily 


206  WON   AT   LAST  ! 

before  her  marriage,  he  was  too  proud 
to  marry  her,  being  a  real  gentleman  as 
he  was.  We  knew  all  about  it,  Sir. 
We  often  asked  Mrs.  Gammidge  (house- 
keeper) who  Miss  E.  was.  But  Mrs.  G. 
only  said  that  Miss  E.  was  three  years 
old  when  she  arrived  in  Eussell  Square 
six  months  after  her  master's  marriage, 
and  that  she  seemed  strange  even  with 
Mrs.  Baily,  though  she  was  so  like  mis- 
tress that  we  all  knew  who  was  her 
mamma.  Who  her  papa  was  I  had  my 
suspicion,  honoured  Sir;  but  it  did  not 
become  me  to  talk.  How  any  person 
with  a  knowledge  of  fisionnomy  can  have 
thought  Miss  Eleanor  Mr.  George's  sister 
is  hard  to  tell.  Next  day,  after  reading 
that  letter,  when  her  papa  (as  she  called 
him)  and  Mr.  George  was  at  the  office. 
Miss  E.  drove  off  to  the  terminus  with 
her  trunk.  Mrs.  Eoot  was  with  her,  and 
saw  her  take  a  through  ticket  to  Basle, 
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and  came  back  mthout  her,  for  Miss  E. 
never  came  home  again.  And,  honoured 
Sir,  you  may  hear  the  truth  from  the 
Dowager  Lady  Balbry,  who  Hves  at 
Myrtle  Dell,  near  Cork. 

'^  I  make  bold  to  put  you  in  mind, 
honoured  Sir,  that  Mrs.  Foot  came  back 
to  me  only  a  few  days  ago,  with  expen- 
sive habits,  as  certainly  very  handsome 
and  elegant  she  is,  but  without  the  2501. 
which  Mr.  George  promised  to  give  her, 
and  which  it  does  not  become  me  to  ask 
of  Mrs.  George. 

"xAad  now  I  proceed.  Last  Thursday 
evening,  only  a  few  minutes  after  Mr. 
Lay  and  the  junior  clerks  had  left,  Mr. 
Bedford  he  comes  to  our  office " 

At  these  words  Frank  started,  as  if  out 
of  a  horrid  dream,  and  saw  his  father 
staring  at  him  with  those  dull,  leaden 
eyes,  and  still  thrumming  listlessly  on 
the  table  between  them. 
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"^  The  scoundrel  in  England  !  "  ex- 
claimed Frank. 

''  It  seems  so.  Read  on,"  said  the 
old  man. 

''But  who  tvas  Eleanor's  father,  then?" 
asked  Frank. 

''  Captain  Lyte." 

*'  And  her  mother  ?  " 

''  The  lady  who  afterwards  became 
Mrs.  Baily.     Read  on." 

Frank  uttered  one  long  reflective 
whistle,  and  then  returned  to  the  letter, 
which  proceeded  thus  : 

"  I  did  not  recognise  Mr.  Bedford  just 
at  first,  for  the  gas  was  turned  out  in  the 
clerk's  oflice,  and  there  was  only  one 
lighted  candle  on  Mr.  George's  table.  He 
had  a  great  beard,  too,  and  seemed  older 
and  more  careworn.  Belike  he  had  come 
from  Germany,  as  he  did  once  before 
three  years  since,  to  renew  a  mortgage, 
as  I  understood,  or  to  pay  some  interest 
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on  it.  But  tliis  time,  I  know,  lie  came 
to  redeem  the  mortgage  on  Miss  Lyte's 
life.  He  had  the  thousand  pounds  in 
his  hand.  Perhaps  you  don't  know, 
honoured  Sir,  that  he  had  borrowed  that 
thousand  pounds  when  he  came  of  age, 
and  had  bought  an  annuity  with  it  for  a 
certain  lady  whose  name  is  not  men- 
tioned now.  Mr.  George  said,  and  put 
it  in  the  deed  (so  the  law  stationer  told 
me),  that  Mr.  Green  lent  the  money. 
Mr.  Green !  There  was  no  such  person. 
It  was  a  dummy  that  Mr.  George  and  his 
father  used  to  pretend  to  be  a  hve  person, 
to  do  things  which  they  didn't  hardly  like 
to  do  of  themselves. 

"  Well,  when  poor  Mr.  Bedford  brought 
out  his  thousand  pounds,  which  I  dare 
say  he  had  worked  hard  enough  and 
stinted  himself  to  save,  Mr.  George  said 
he  was  very  sorry,  but  Mr.  Green  had 
foreclosed    a    week    before.      Then    Mr. 

YOL.  II.  P 
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Bedford  looked  dangerous  and  told  Mr. 
George  to  repeat  that.  He  repeated  it. 
He  caught  Mr.  George  by  the  necker- 
chief, and  shook  him  this  way  and  that, 
till  all  Mr.  George's  legs  and  arms  was 
flying  about  the  office  anyhow.  I  never 
seed  such  capers  cut  in  my  born  days, 
honoured  Sir.  A-gasping  and  a-choking, 
and  a-spluttering,  Mr.  George  gurgled 
out,  ^  I-I-I  could  no-no-not  help  it.  Phe- 
phe-phe-phelps  let  me  sup-pup-pup-pose 
you  were  in  German-erman-erman-ee." 
And  I  did  think  Mr.  George  would  never 
have  got  Germany  out  of  his  mouth  with- 
out choking.  Then  Mr.  Bedford  left  off 
for  a  moment;  but  directly  Mr.  George 
began  again  to  say,  ^^  Gre-gre-gre-gre," 
Mr.  Bedford  shook  him  again,  and  hurled 
him  into  the  corner,  where  he  tumbled 
over  his  own  chair,  and  lay  in  a  most 
ridiculous  posture. 

^*  Old  Mr.  Baily,  honoured  Sir,  hearing 
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the  noise — as  well  he  might,  for  it  was 
Hke  two  chimney-pots  a-tumhhng  down- 
stairs— opens  the  double  doors  between 
his  room  and  Mr.  George's,  and  seeing 
Mr.  Bedford  (looking  awfiil,  and  shouting 
out  ''  Liar  !  "  to  Mr.  George),  shps  back 
as  nimble  as  nimble,  and  locks  both  doors 
again,  and  pops  his  head  out  of  the 
window,  and  calls  ^'Pohce!  Pohce  !  " 
And  in  less  than  a  minute  up  comes  a 
policeman  and  a  commissioner. 

"  Mr.  George — I  vdU  say  he  is  good  in 
a  difficulty — had  picked  himself  and  his 
chair  up,  and  was  sitting  on  it.  ^  Oh, 
policeman,' he  says,  ^  and  you,  Edwards' 
(that  is  the  commissioner),  '  just  be  good 
enough  to  step  into  the  outer  office  and 
sit  down  for  a  few  minutes.  I  wish  you 
presently  to  witness  a  signature  for  my 
client  here,  as  the  clerks  are  gone  home.' 
The  policeman  looked  suspiciously  at  Mr. 
Bedford,  who  stood  terrible  on  the  hearth- 
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rug,  while  Mr.  George's  hair,  and  his 
collar,  and  tie,  was  all  askew.  But  out 
they  goes.  And  I  staid  inside  the  door 
to  protect  Mr.  George,  honoured  Sir ;  for 
I  did  think  Mr.  Bedford  might  kill  him, 
as  you  know  he  killed  some  one  else 
whose  name  is  not  mentioned  now. 

^'  Then  Mr.  George  begins  speaking 
very  low.  '  Give  me  your  I  0  U  for 
two  thousand  pounds,  or  give  me  that 
thousand  down  and  your  I  0  U  for  an- 
other thousand,  and  Janet  Browne's 
fortune  shall  be  yours  as  soon  as  you  can 
prove  a  will." 

'^  '  How  ?  '  exclaims  Mr.  Bedford, 
staring  at  him,  and  looking  amazed,  but 
not  at  all  pleasant. 

^'  Then  Mr.  George  tells  him  that  his 
grandfather,  the  General,  executed  a 
second  will,  because  the  fii'st  was  faulty  ; 
that  the  wiU  which  Captain  Lyte  had  set 
aside  (thinking  it  the  only  one)  was  waste 


BITER   BIT.  213 

paper,  and  that  the  Captain's  will  was 
worse  than  waste  paper,  as  the  General's 
last  will  and  testament,  perfect,  and 
signed  and  witnessed  all  in  due  form, 
was  now  in  a  drawer  in  old  Mr.  Baily's 
escritory,  and  should  he  produced  and 
proved  at  once,  if  Mr.  Bedford  would  just 
hand  over  that  thousand  and  the  I  0  U. 
The  will,  he  said,  was  the  same,  word  for 
word,  as  the  one  set  aside,  and  left  him 
(Mr.  Bedford)  sole  heir  to  the  whole 
property  if  his  uncle  should  die  without 
legal  issue,  as  he  had  done. 

'^  I  was  surprised,  honoured  Sir,  to  hear 
that  two  young  ladies,  so  much  thought 
of  and  admired  as  Mrs.  George  Baily  and 
Miss  Janet  Browne,  might  lose  their 
fortunes  with  a  stroke  of  Mr.  Bedford's 
pen.  But  Mr.  George  he  quite  thought 
Mr.  Bedford  would  give  in,  and  looks  him 
hard  in  the  face,  as  bold  as  brass. 

^*  Mr.  Bedford  also  looks  hard  at  him, 
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and  seems  to  be  puzzled  for  a  wkile  ;  and 
I  didn't  know  wliich  way  lie  was  going  to 
decide.  Presently  lie  speaks  very  slow 
and  deliberate,  as  if  he  was  reading  out 
of  a  book. 

^'  '  In  sliort,'  he  says,  ^  you  kept  a 
worthless  document  for  my  uncle  to  set 
aside,  and  so  play  into  youi'  hands,  and  a 
valid  one  for  me  to  avail  myself  of,  and  so 
play  into  your  hands,  at  the  expense  of 
his  innocent  legatees.' 

^'^And  how  about  my  interest  in  my 
^vife's  fortune?'  asks  Mr.  George;  ^will 
that  be  no  loss  to  me,  when  you  take  all 
fi'om  Blanche  and  Janet  ?  ' 

^'  ^I  can  just  see  far  enough  into  your 
mean  rascality,'  Mr.  Bedford  answers, 
*  to  feel  sure  that  you  have  spent  all  that 
before  making  me  this  iniquitous  offer ;  or 
else  that  you  have  some  private  inform- 
ation which  makes  j^ou  think  it  im- 
possible to  keep  the  secret  of  the  second 
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will  any  longer.  But  you  say  that  docu- 
ment is  in  the  next  room.  Let  me  see  it 
before  I  decide.' 

"  Then  Mr.  George  felt  or  seemed  to 
feel  that  he  had  been  wrong  to  admit 
that  the  will  was  at  hand ;  but  still 
beheving  that  Mr.  Bedford  would  yield, 
and  putting  a  good  face  on  the  matter,  he 
gets  up  briskly,  and  gives  the  usual  three 
knocks  at  Mr.  Baily's  door,  and,  after  a 
few  whispered  words  between  them  two, 
old  Mr.  Baily,  trembling  from  head  to 
foot,  comes  in  with  the  open  deed  in  his 
hand,  and,  keeping  pretty  near  his  own 
door,  hands  it  to  Mr.  George,  who  hands 
it  over  to  Mr.  Bedford.  He  glanced 
rapidly  down  every  page  of  it,  and 
groaned  aloud  when  he  came  to  the 
General's  signature  at  the  end.  Then 
he  says,  '  You  two  gentlemen  have 
robbed  (excuse  me,  I  mean  deprived) 
my   grandfather  in  his   grave  of  his  be- 
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quest  to  me,  and  my  uncle  of  his  honour 
on  the  verge  of  the  grave.  I,  too,' have 
done  you  a  wrong,  which,  doubtless,  you 
have  found  it  hard  to  forgive.  Now,  at 
last,  let  us  make  some  atonement,  and 
wrong  no  one  else.' 

^^  Then  Mr.  Bedford  with  his  own  hand 
and  foot  thrust  the  deed,  the  General's 
will,  which  was  a  fortune  to  him,  into  the 
fire ;  while  old  Mr.  Baily  and  Mr.  George 
too  seemed  so  surprised,  that  they  only 
stood  and  stared  at  him.  The  dull  fire 
kindled  up  and  burned  the  deed,  and  Ht 
up  Mr.  Bedford's  face  a-stooping  over  it. 
And  it  was  like  the  face  of  Michael  the 
Archangel  in  the  picture. 

**  Then  he  was  going  without  another 
word  or  a  look  at  Mr.  George  or  the  old 
gentleman;  but,  catching  my  eye,  and 
remembering  all  of  a  sudden  who  I  was, 
he  put  his  hand  on  me  kindly,  and  said, 
^  What,  Foot !  you  here  ! ' — because,  you 
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know,  Sii',  I  Tvas  in  the  house,  not  in  the 
office,  when  Miss  Eleanor  was  at  home. 
So  he  puts  his  hand  on  my  aiTQ — an 
awful  hand  to  get  hit  by,  but  quite  kind 
— and  he  looks  hard  at  me,  and  says, 
^  What,  Foot  I  are  you  honest  yet  ?  ' 
*I  hope  so,  sir,'  I  repHes,  not  quite  com- 
fortable in  my  mind  on  account  of  Mrs. 
Foot  and  Mr.  George.  Then  he  gives 
me  a  pound.  Nothing  won't  tie  up  liis 
purse  as  long  as  there's  a  pound  in  it. 
And  off  he  walks,  jerking  open  the  door 
suddenly,  and,  I  suspect,  finding  the 
policeman  pretty  close  to  it ;  for  I  heard 
him  laugh  and  say,  ^  Quite  a  cammer- 
obscura,  isn't  it,  poHceman  ?  ' — ^meaning, 
as  they  was  in  the  dark  outer  office  peep- 
ing thi'ough  the  keyhole  at  us  that  had 
ih.Q  fire-Hght,  such  as  it  was,  and  the 
candle  in  Mr.  George's  room. 

''  That  is   all,   honoured    Sii\     I   shall 
not  open  my  mouth  about  the  will  that 
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Mr.  Bedford  burned ;  and  I  hope  you  will 
make  me  the  compensation  Mr.  George 
promised  for  the  wrong  done  to  me. 
^^  Your  humble  Servant, 

"  Joseph  Foot." 

'^  A  strange  story  !  Is  it  true?  "  said 
Frank. 

Mr.  Browne  only  nodded. 

''We  must  shut  this  fellow's  mouth," 
Frank  urged. 

Again  Mr.  Browne  nodded,  with  a 
sickly  smile. 

''  It  would  never  do  to  let  Blanche  hear 
this  blackguard's  story,  after  being  robbed 
of  her  fortune  and  deserted." 

Still  his  father  continued  to  smile  in  a 
horrible  manner. 

''  There's  one  drop  of  consolation  in  it 
aU,"  insisted  Frank  :  "  between  them  aU 
they  have  managed  to  make  a  beggar  of 
that  mad  devil,  Bedford  Lyte." 
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Mr.  Browne,  still  smiling,  only  gasped, 
with,  livid  lips. 

Meanwhile  the  ladies  were  sitting  silent 
and  depressed  in  the  drawing-room.  The 
day  of  ''peace  on  earth  and  good- will 
to  all  men  "  had  ended  in  dissension,  dis- 
pute, and  angiy  feeling,  hardly  allayed 
and  ill-snppressed,  when  slowly  but  simul- 
taneously a  sense  of  something  horrible 
crept  over  them  all. 

Staggering,  confused  footsteps  came  up 
the  stairs,  paused  at  the  top,  then  passed 
the  drawing-room  door,  with  one  dull 
thump  against  the  panel. 

Repressing  a  sudden  faintness,  Mrs. 
Browne  hurried  out.  The  giiis  flocked 
after  her. 

The  Robber  at  the  head,  Frank  and 
Albert  at  the  feet,  bore  a  rigid  form  along 
the  passage.  It  was  the  body  of  a  man, 
upon  a  stretcher,  covered  with  a  travel- 
ling-rug, but  with  the  tell-tale  face  ex- 
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posed.  They  opened  a  door  at  the  end 
of  the  passage — it  was  the  door  of  Mr. 
Browne's  dressing-room  —  entered  the 
chamber,  and  laid  it  on  the  bed. 


(    221     ) 


CHAPTEE    VIII. 

OKIANA. 

It  was  the  second  morning  after  Christ- 
mas Day,  the  weather  stiH  clear  and  keen, 
the  air  bracing,  slumbering  Nature  smiling 
in  her  frosty  robe  of  sparkling  silver,  like 
an  expectant  bride,  confident  of  the  com- 
ing spring.  The  Parliamentary  train, 
which  faced  the  rising  sun  as  it  sped  out 
of  London  through  the  hiUs  and  dales 
of  many-featm-ed  Kent,  bore  Mr.  Lane, 
among  other  toilers,  in  a  third-class  car- 
riage, or  ^'  rolling  pen,"  as  Frank  Browne 
denominated  that  style  of  conveyance. 
The  schoolmaster  was  not  above  the 
society  of  his  fellow- workmen,  and  though 
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free  enongli  with  his  shillings,  and  his 
sovereigns  too,  for  that  matter,  as  Joseph 
Foot  had  implied,  grudged  the  additional 
fare  for  the  mere  temporary  use  of  a 
padded  seat  in  a  first-class  carriage. 

When  Frank  caused  his  valuable  person 
to  be  transported  from  one  section  of  the 
country  to  another,  you  would  have  taken 
him  for  a  Eussian  magnate  or  the  heir 
to  an  English  dukedom,  so  provident  and 
tasteful  were  his  travelling  appointments, 
and  so  ambrosial  his  person.  He  carried 
vaguely  about  him  the  air  of  having  left  his 
mail  phaeton  with  a  groom  and  valet  to 
follow  by  the  ordinary  train,  he  himself 
always  travelhng  ^'express."  You  could 
almost  fancy  the  hypothetical  groom  and 
valet — that  is  to  say,  valet  and  groom — 
travelhng  first-class,  ordinary,  and  tipping 
the  guard  a  splendid  shilling  to  connive 
at  their  Havana  cigars.  Yet  all  such 
creations  would  have  been  airy  and  un- 
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substantial  ;  and  Frank  was  invariably 
voyaging  at  the  expense  of  a  client. 

But  Mr.  Lane  travelled  thii'd- class  by 
the  Parliamentary  train,  reading  a  dog's- 
eared  Tauchnitz  novel,  and  smoking  a 
cracked  china  pipe,  and  drinking  a  glass 
of  stale  beer  with  an  artilleiy-man  at  the 
Eochester  Station. 

He  was  hurrying  back  to  Pedlington, 
having  at  his  ^^Eetreat "  in  London,  which 
was  only  an  attic  in  the  parsonage  of  a 
City  rector,  received  an  important  letter 
from  Frank,  and  considering  that  it  re- 
quired immediate  attention.  It  had  also 
been  agreed  upon  between  Mr.  Lane  and 
his  spiiitual  adviser  that  he  should  visit 
Miss  Lyte  once  more  before  that  lady  left 
Mr.  Browne's  house,  and  that  incidentally 
he  should  behave  in  such  a  way  to  a  cer- 
tain young  lady  as  to  convince  her  that 
he  could  not  by  any  but  the  most  remote 
possibility  become  a  suitor  for  her  hand. 
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When  speaking  of  the  gentleman's 
spiritual  adviser  we  allude  to  the  new 
Eector  of  Pedlington,  not  to  the  London 
divine  mth  whom  Mr.  Lane  had  been 
sojourning.  Yet  we  may  be  tolerably 
sure  that  whatever  counsel  he  had  re- 
ceived in  the  former  place  would  not 
have  been  weakened  or  impaired  during 
his  brief  absence.  Having  given  in  his 
adhesion  to  the  advice  concerning  his 
behaviour  to  Janet  Browne,  he  had  hit 
upon  a  grim  and  savage  way  of  executing 
it — one  suited  to  his  humour.  Nor  was 
he  sorry  of  the  excuse  for  acting  upon  it 
rapidly,  lest  perchance  his  resolution 
might  fail,  though  his  friends  wisely 
considered  that  a  httle  absence  and  delay 
would  soften  the  incidence  of  the  blow, 
and  cause  the  dealing  of  it  to  be  less 
difficult.  Their  wisdom  was  caviare  to 
Mr.  Lane.  He  famed  and  raved  at  all 
procrastination. 
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The  absence  of  his  ancient  and  con- 
stant companion  in  rain  and  sunshine  had 
been  sincerely  deplored  by  Mr.  Lane,  and 
(preyions  to  that  strange  Sunday  even- 
ing's interview  with  Janet,  when,  in  her 
girhsh  petulance,  she  had  provoked  him 
to  ask  for  it)  had  seriously  puzzled  him. 
Once  since  then  he  had  asked  Hubert 
whether  it  happened  to  be  Ijing  about 
anywhere  at  his  father's  house,  but  had 
begged  him  not  to  mention  it  to  others, 
as  the  matter  was  wholly  unimportant. 
Janet  had  surprised  her  brother  hunting 
for  it  in  the  rack,  and  in  the  washhouse, 
where  wet  umbrellas,  left  to  dry,  were 
sometimes  forgotten.  Knowing  well  what 
was  the  object  of  his  search,  she  yet  asked 
him,  with  a  clear,  innocent  face,  and  he 
told  her  it  was  the  great  gamp,  the  loss 
of  which  had  caused  his  friend  to  suffer 
from  rheumatism  in  the  shoulder  and 
neuralgia  in  the  face  and  neck.      Janet 
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ran  up  to  her  room  and  cried,  but  not 
before  Hubert  bad  seen  the  generous 
blusb  with  which  she  turned  away. 

'^  And  didn't  she  blush  when  I  told  her 
you  had  caught  the  rheumatism  from 
getting  wet !  that's  all !  "  explained  the 
pupil,  adding,  ^*  I  suppose  she  was  think- 
ing of  that  day  when  we  first  met  on  the 
river,  and  all  the  chaff  there  was  about 
it ;  "  for  he  had  no  suspicion  where  the 
instrument  in  question  was  concealed. 

But  Janet  clung  tenaciously  to  her  pur- 
pose and  the  gamp,  and  Mr.  Lane  said  no 
more  about  it.  After  that  time  he  knew 
that  she  was  keeping  his  former  retainer 
in  mysterious  durance,  and  felt  that  such 
a  proceeding  on  the  part  of  a  young  lady 
was,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  unique  and 
noticeable. 

Moreover,  this  secret,  lying  perdu,  so 
to  speak,  between  these  two  persons  of 
opposite  sexes,  had  caused  a  dangerous 
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and  mysterious  sympathy,  or  rapport,  to 
grow  up  between  them.  And,  upon  the 
whole,  I  should  recommend  any  young 
lady  of  my  family  or  acquaintance  not  to 
conceal  a  gentleman's  umbrella  surrepti- 
tiously, lest  the  owner  should  prove  to  be 
a  man  lest  chivalrous  and  gentle  than  Mr. 
Lane.  Some  inexperienced  young  gentle- 
men have  been  known  to  become  quite 
confident  and  foolishly  elated  at  a  similar 
trespass  of  conventional  limits  by  fair  ex- 
periment ahsts. 

The  train  deposited  our  wayfarer  on 
the  Pedlington  platform  at  half-past  eight 
in  the  morning,  and  he  walked  forthwith 
to  the  rectory,  reading  Frank's  letter  for 
the  twentieth  time  as  he  walked.  He 
certainly  did  read  that  letter  more  often 
than  necessity  or  prudence  could  have 
required ;  and  had  Mr.  Lane  been  a  cox- 
comb, the  sweet  that  was  in  it  might 
have  drowned  the  bitter.     But,  as  it  was, 
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the  cup  contained  a  bitter  draught,  though 
still  there  was  sweetness  in  it,  and  he 
drank  it  and  drained  it  dry.  Let  us  read 
it  over  his  shoulder  as  he  walks  and 
reads. 

*^  My  deae  Lane  "  (it  ran) — "  It  is  very- 
fortunate  that  you  did  not  dine  with  us 
to-day  (Christmas  Day),  though  it  is  now 
verging  on  ^to-morrow,'  as  I  wanted 
you  to  do.  For  all  of  us  except  my 
father  the  day  began  well  enough,  but 
has  ended  most  miserably  for  all.  The 
morning  post  had  brought  my  father  the 
astounding  news  that  Baily,  Blythe, 
and  Baily  (Blanche's  husband  and  father- 
in-law,  you  know)  had  failed.  How,  or 
why,  we  as  yet  have  no  notion.  He  kept 
the  secret  to  himself  till  after  dinner,  and 
then  only  confided  it,  along  with  more 
disclosures  of  the  strangest  character,  to 
me  as  his  partner.  But  the  strain  had 
been  too  much  for  the  old  boy.     Fortu- 


OEIAXA.  229 

nately,  he  told  me  all  first ;  then  another 
attack  of  epilepsy  came  on,  and  nearly 
took  hiTTi  off.  The  worst  (or  nearly  the 
worst)  of  it  is  that  all  Blanche's  fortune 
is  gone.  Owing  to  some  improper  ar- 
rangement between  Mr.  Baily  and  the 
late  Captain  Lyte,  only  a  mere  song  was 
settled  upon  poor  Blanche,  and  that  is 
all  she  has  left.  And  the  Governor  has 
lost  the  5001.  which  he  had  allowed  them 
to  invest  for  Hubert's  benefit.  I  assure 
you  I  feel  five  years  older  already.  Baily 
seems  to  have  acted  with  incredible  faith- 
lessness, and  what,  I  fear,  we  must  con- 
sider deliberate  villainy.  It  is  a  double 
blow  to  me  ;  for  you  know  I  rather  stand 
upon  my  estimate  of  character ;  and  I 
always  supported  Baily  (who,  like  Sappho ^ 
has  had  his  detractors),  and  came  down 
heavily  upon  that  infernal  rascal  Bedford 
Lyte,  who,  I  must  admit,  has  lately  made 
some  atonement  for  his  villainy. 
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^^  Miss  Lyte  also,  you  will  be  surprised 
to  hear,  thought  proper  to  behave  in  the 
most  unkind  and  unfriendly  manner, 
fulfilling  in  our  case  the  proverbial  con- 
currence of  misfortunes.  She  drank  her 
precious  nephew's  health,  and  took  his 
part  to  our  faces :  a  fellow  who,  I  think 
I  told  you,  ran  away  with  Blanche's 
sister-in-law,  and  left  her  to  go  to  the 
dogs  in  some  foreign  country.  He  also 
casually  murdered  a  baronet,  a  chent 
of  Mr.  Baily's,  who  tried  to  rescue  the 
poor  girl.  It  happens  that  this  nice 
young  man,  being  a  spendthrift,  like 
most  criminals,  had  mortgaged  his  rever- 
sionary interest  in  the  old  lady's  life 
to  Baily  or  some  ally  of  his,  and  that, 
the  mortgage  having  expired,  Baily 
foreclosed  before  the  smash,  which 
looks  to  me  hke  *  biter  bit.'  The  odd 
coincidence  is  that  the  fellow  had  the 
money   all  the   time   to  redeem  it,   but 
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neglected  to  do  so  till  it  was  too  late, 
trusting  to  the  generosity  of  a  man 
whom  he  had  so  injured  and  disgraced, 
and  upon  whom  he  committed  a  felonious 
assault  when  he  found  out  his  mistake. 

"  But  now,  my  dear  fellow,  I  want 
further  to  confide  in  you  as  a  fiiend. 
You  must  see  we  all  have  held  you  in 
more  esteem  than  we  do  mere  casual 
acquaintances,  and  that  we  have  a 
sincere  regard  for  you,  which  I  flatter 
myself  you  reciprocate.  I  have  this 
eveidng  had  a  most  extraordinary  scene 
with  Janet,  who  is  going  off  to  PitsviUe 
with  Miss  Lyte  in  a  day  or  two,  and 
vows  she  will  give  up  her  fortune  to  this 
seducer  and  assassin  when  she  comes  of 
age.  She  chooses  to  believe  a  cock-and- 
a-buU  story  which  Miss  Lyte  has  most 
improperly  told  her,  to  the  effect  that 
Bedford  Lyte  (this  nephew)  was  unjustly 
disinherited  by  his  uncle.     As  if  Captain 
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Lyte  could  not  do  as  lie  chooses  with 
his  own  money !  And  it  does  seem  that 
the  young  man  has  voluntarily  resigned 
some  real  or  fictitious  claim  to  this  in- 
heritance which  Baily  at  the  last  moment 
offered  to  place  at  his  disposal  for  a  large 
sum  of  money.  But  no  practical  man 
or  woman  could  attach  any  value  to  such 
a  doubtful  incident. 

"At  first  I  was  savage  with  Janet; 
and  you  will  admit  that  the  disclosures 
of  the  day  have  been  calculated  to  ruffle 
a  serene  temper.  But  anger  is  thrown 
away  upon  her,  and  I  resorted  to  reason. 
I  asked  her  what  she  would  do  if  she 
wanted  to  marry  a  man  with  no  money, 
but  with  prospects  and  abilities,  and 
whom  her  fortune  might  help  on  in  life 
— in  short,  whom  it  might  assist  to 
achieve  the  very  highest  position.  She 
said,  and  I  believe  she  means  it,  that 
she  would  never  marry  any  but  one  man 
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in  the  whole  world,  now  or  at  any  future 
time,  and  that  this  particular  (and  pecu- 
liar) man  would  rather  take  her  without 
money  than  with.  You  must  guess, 
you  must  Icnoiu,  Lane,  who  that  man 
is.  No  fellow  with  his  eyes  open  could 
have  been  in  your  place  and  not  sus- 
pected it.  And  I  can  confirm  the 
suspicion,  for  I  unfortunately  put  that 
very  nonsense  into  her  head  myself. 
The  truth  is,  that  I  thought  she  was 
setting  her  heart  upon  a  certain  person, 
and  told  her  that  he  would  not  marry 
a  girl  with  money,  because  you  had 
said  as  much,  and  I  wanted  to  save  her 
from  laying  up  misery  and  disappoint- 
ment for  herself.  But  Janet  is  very 
deep  and  wilful.  She  has  held  to  her 
preference  in  spite  of  me.  There  is 
only  one  way  of  curing  her  of  this 
folly  about  giving  up  her  fortune,  and 
only  one   man  who  can  do  it.     It  rests 
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entirely  with  you.  Come  as  soon  as 
yon  can.  When  a  thing  mnst  be  done, 
it  cannot  be  done  too  soon. 

'^Ever  yours, 

''¥.  B." 

^^ Anything  wrong?"  asked  Key,  after 
the  first  warmth  of  his  greeting  was 
over,  and  he  had  time  to  notice  how 
depressed  Mr.  Lane  looked.  Then  the 
latter  told  him  of  the  calamities  which 
had  fallen  upon  his  parishioners  the 
Brownes. 

^^  Sorry  Christmas  fare,"  said  the  divine, 
who  had  akeady  heard  by  letter  of  the 
loss  of  Mr.  Lane's  reversionary  interest, 
and  also  of  the  destruction  of  General 
Lyte's  second  and  last  will,  which  cir- 
cumstance he  trusted  might  be  used 
to  bring  about  a  reconcihation  between 
the  Brownes  and  Miss  Lyte's  nephew. 
At  the  same  time,  he  was  in  possession 
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of  information  whicli  had  induced  "him 
to  counsel  Mr.  Lane's  temporary  absence 
from  Pedlington,  and  his  present  purpose 
of  behaving  to  Janet  Browne  in  a  way 
wholly  dissimilar  to  that  suggested  by 
her  affectionate  brother.  Indeed,  while 
Frank  was  urging  Mr.  Lane  to  claim 
that  fair  damsel  as  his  bride,  and  to 
persuade  her  to  retain  her  fortune,  Mr. 
Key  was  rel}'ing  upon  that  gentleman's 
promise  to  shake  Janet's  preference  for 
him,  which  the  ecclesiastic  had  not  been 
slow  to  perceive.  Moreover,  he  seemed 
to  differ  fi'om  her  brother  as  to  the  most 
desirable  destination  for  that  portion  of 
''the  root  of  all  evil"  which  had  fallen 
to  the  young  lady's  lot. 

"I  wish  we  could  get  Janet  into  a 
convent,"  the  priest  observed,  with  much 
rehsh  of  his  own  idea.  "It  is  impossible 
to  foresee  the  good  that  might  be  done 
■v\ith  that  12,000Z.     My  college  at  Cam- 
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bridge,  the  Domus  antiqua  et  religiosa, 
as  it  was  and  ought  still  to  be,  was 
founded  by  a  pious  lady  who  lost  her 
husband  in  a  silly  tournament  on  her 
wedding-day,  and  devoted  her  vast  wealth 
to  a  better  cause  than  matrimonial  sel- 
fishness." 

On  hearing  this  remark,  it  must  be 
admitted  that  Mr.  Lane,  malgre  his 
piety,  experienced  a  slight  access  of  that 
**cold  chill"  which  Frank  had  com- 
plained of  in  Key's  society.  After  re- 
fusing the  meagre  seductions  of  the 
divine's  breakfast- table,  the  layman  sal- 
lied forth  on  his  melancholy  errand, 
alone  and  disconsolate,  promising  to 
return  and  report  progress  of  its  fulfil- 
ment. 

Little  more  than  a  week  had  elapsed 
since  he  had  quitted  the  scene  of  his 
labours,  but  he  felt  as  if  years  had  tran- 
spired since  last  he  trod  these  familiar 
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pavements.  The  town  itself  looked  old 
and  quaint.  The  changes  within  him 
reflected  themselves  on  the  face  of  out- 
ward objects.  For  more  than  two  years 
his  life  had  flowed  evenly  among  these 
scenes.  The  current  had  been  deep  and 
swift,  but  unbroken.  Now  it  seemed  to 
have  been  suddenly  checked,  and,  like  a 
river  turned  aside,  to  be  hurling  itseK 
against  unknown  obstacles. 

The  phantom  of  this  young  girl,  whose 
fair  dream  he  was  going  to  dispel,  had 
taken  possession  of  the  citadel  within 
him — had,  without  his  knowledge,  and 
assuredly  without  his  consent,  seated 
itself  on  the  throne  of  his  affections,  and 
assumed  the  regal  sceptre.  It  had  com- 
menced its  silent  reign  before  he  was 
aware  of  its  intrusion.  In  one  moment, 
as  she  stood  before  him  in  the  tea-room 
on  the  evening  of  Mrs.  Browne's  party, 
he  recognized  the  double  of  the   tyrant 
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whicli  held  sway  within  him.  In  that 
moment  the  exotic  sentiment  sprang  up 
miraculously,  assumed  the  stature  and 
dignity  of  the  master-passion,  and  cast 
the  whole  man,  with  all  his  noble  attri- 
butes, into  shadow.  Gazing  at  a  flower ! 
He  was  dozing  under  the  upas-tree,  in- 
haling a  delicious  poison  at  every  breath. 
But  it  is  one  thing  to  be  overthrown 
(if  we  may  suddenly  discard  one  metaphor 
and  adopt  another)  and  another  thing  to 
crawl  out  of  the  lists  defeated.  On  be- 
half of  the  lady  as  well  as  himself,  Mr. 
Lane  rose  and  renewed  the  strife.  Who 
shall  say  whether  the  reasoning  or  the 
sensuous  part  of  his  nature  predominates 
until  he  becomes  involved  in  such  a 
struggle  as  this  ?  Who  can  predict 
which  shall  prevail  ?  We  may  put  out 
of  the  lists  at  once  the  victims  of  many 
Uttle  passions c  They  are  incapable  of 
understanding    even    the    power    of  the 
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master-passion.  To  them  it  cannot  by 
any  possibility  occm-.  This  fiery  trial 
is  reserved  for  the  single-heai*ted,  as  if 
the  strong  man  only  were  worthy  of  such 
a  test.  Of  the  other  sex  in  such  a  case 
how  shall  a  man  write  ?  Silently  those 
sweet  souls  suffer,  and  often  in  their  dole 
become  so  pure  and  holy  that  we  can 
only  wonder  at  them,  and  pay  a  higher 
tribute  of  admiration  to  the  flower  of 
womanhood  than  that  which  we  lavished 
on  the  budding  girl. 

Mr.  Lane  honestly  accepted  the  con- 
ditions of  the  strife.  Imagination  was 
not  to  be  trusted.  Eeason  was  still  at 
his  disposal.  He  goaded  it  into  activity, 
plotting  sternly  with  himself  as  to  the 
most  effectual  means  of  renderins^  him- 
self  distasteful  to  the  girl  he  loved.  He 
took  certain  words  of  Frank's  letter 
literally  :  * '  There  is  only  one  way  of 
curing  her  of  this  folly.     It  rests  entii'ely 
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with  you."  But  by  '^this  folly"  Frank 
meant  the  giving  up  her  fortune.  Mr. 
Lane,  who  knew  another  way  of  prevent- 
ing that^  meant  the  taking  to  her  heart 
a  baneful  love ;  and  the  cure  to  which 
Frank  alluded  was  a  very  different  pro- 
cess to  that  which  Mr.  Lane  in  his  in- 
tegrity contemplated. 

Albert  met  him  in  the  hall  with  a 
melancholy  voice  and  visage.  ''  Good 
morning,  Mr.  Lane,"  he  said.  "How 
do  you  do  ?  It  is  an  age  since  we  saw 
you  last.  Do  you  mind  walking  in  here? " 
And  so  saying,  opened  the  dining-room 
door,  which  was  at  the  foot  of  the 
stairs. 

But  the  visitor  turned  upon  him 
rudely,  and  walked  to  the  umbrella 
stand,  saying,  in  a  loud  voice,  "  Is  my 
gamp  here  ? — a  large  green  one,  with  a 
yellow  stick." 

"Oh,   hush!"   whispered   poor    Albert 
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tremulously,  for  he  had  left  the  dining- 
room  door  open,  and  Janet  was  within. 
^'Haven't  you — ahem! — that  is,  has  it 
not  heen  returned  to  you  ?  I  rememher 
it  perfectly  well." 

"  No,  it  has  not,"  replied  Mr.  Lane 
emphatically.  ^'Do  you  think  tjou  could 
find  it  for  me  to  take  away  presently  ?  " 

^^  Oh,  certainly,"  Albert  acquiesced, 
performing  imaginary  manual  ablutions, 
and  in  great  mental  trepidation — '^  cer- 
tainly ;  I  will  make  a  point  of  finding  it. 
It  shall  be  })laced  in  the  stand." 

^'  Thank  you,"  said  the  visitor.  But 
the  tone  of  voice  in  which  it  was  said, 
and  the  fixed  look  which  accompanied 
it,  approached  nearer  to  a  threat  than  an 
expression  of  gratitude.  Then  he  entered 
the  dining-room,  and  found  Nelly  and 
Janet,  one  seated  on  each  side  of  the 
^Q.  Shaking  hands  with  them  in  a 
cold   and   abstracted    manner,   he   asked 
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after  Mr.  Browne,  and  then  after  Mrs. 
George  Baily,  saying  that  he  had  heard 
from  Frank,  who  had  given  him  some 
slight  sketch  of  the  calamities  which 
had  befallen  them. 

*'  But  papa  is  already  a  little  better," 
said  Janet ;  *^  and  if  he  continues  to 
improve,  mamma  is  to  take  him  to 
Dover  next  week:  he  rallied  there  so 
wonderfully  after  his  last  attack." 

'*But  who  else  do  you  think  is  going 
away  ?  "  asked  Nelly. 

''  Who  ?  "    Mr.  Lane  enquired. 

**  Janet,"  cried  Nelly,  evidently  think- 
ing the  announcement  would  stagger  the 
gentleman;  ^^ Janet!  She  will  persist 
in  going  away  with  Miss  Lyte,  when  we 
are  all  so  unhappy  and  want  her  so  much 
at  home.     Is  it  not  unkind  of  her  ?  " 

Janet  was  somewhat  taken  aback  by 
this,  and  suddenly  hoped  Mr.  Lane 
would  expostulate  with  her  on  such  an 
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intention;  for  she  had  only  thought  of 
going  to  put  an  end  to  the  dissension 
which  had  arisen  about  her  inheritance, 
and  perhaps  to  exhibit  or  manifest  her 
indifference  at  Mr.  Lane's  protracted 
absence.  But  her  heart  melted  at  his 
presence,  and  she  would  gladly  have 
capitulated  at  his  first  offer  of  a  parley. 
But  what  had  come  to  Mr.  Lane  ? 
He  had  not  been  inside  their  doors  nor 
exchanged  a  word  with  any  of  them  for 
three  weeks;  and  yet  now  he  seemed  to 
ignore  Janet's  very  existence.  She  was 
going  away,  so  Nelly  said,  and  he  only 
made  answer,  "I  shall  be  here  for 
another  fortnight.  Perhaps  I  may  come 
in  sometimes  lulien  tlieij  are  gone.  I  am 
such  an  old  friend,  you  know."  And 
turning  to  Xelly,  with  a  sad  smile,  he 
went  on:  ^'I  feel  as  if  I  were  more 
welcome  in  a  house  of  moui'ning  than 
a  house  of  joy." 
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He  stood  on  the  hearthrug  with  his 
back  to  the  fire,  between  the  two  sisters, 
and  stared  vacantly  at  the  portrait  of 
some  ancestral  Browne  above  the  side- 
board at  the  opposite  end  of  the  room* 
Janet  had  not  canght  a  word  of  what 
was  said  outside,  owing  to  the  size  of 
the  hall  and  the  length  of  the  dining- 
room;  she  was,  consequently,  quite  un- 
prepared for  Mr.  Lane's  altered  manner, 
which  was  particularly  gaUing  and  hu- 
miliating to  her  proud  spirit. 

''  I  don't,"  she  blurted  out  in  rejoinder 
to  his  last  words;  ''I  don't.  I  am  no 
use  in  a  house  of  mourning,  because  I 
never  think  about  any  one  but  myself. 
Trouble  only  makes  me  angiy." 

Morbidly  exaggerated  as  this  was^ 
there  was  a  dash  of  desperate  and  truth- 
ful satire  in  it,  which  ought  to  have 
called  for  deprecation  and  soothing  fi'om 
any  gallant  man.     But  there  stood  this 
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grim  Elipliaz  between  the  two  gentle 
girls,  giving  little  comfort  to  either. 

''Oh,  cloiiH  beheve  her,  Mr.  Lane," 
•urged  Nelly.  To  which  he  only  answered 
mechanically,  ''  People  who  let  trouble 
make  them  angry  are  better  out  of  the 
way  of  it." 

Nelly  was  aghast.  She  could  not  tell 
what  to  make  of  it,  and  began  in  a  con- 
fused and  timiultuous  sort  of  way  to 
think  that  she  must  have  been  mistaken 
all  along  in  this  man,  who  proved  so 
harsh  and  odious  at  such  a  moment. 
Janet  cowered  in  the  large  old-fashioned 
arm-chau',  biting  her  hps,  and  hardly 
repressing  tears  of  anger  and  humihation. 
Was  this  the  requital  of  love — ''  young 
love,  firstborn,  and  heir  to  all "  ? 

A  servant  came  in  and  said  Miss  Lyte 
would  like  to  speak  a  few  words  with  Mr. 
Lane  in  the  drawing-room.  When  he 
had  followed  the  girl,  Nelly  came  across 
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and  knelt  down  by  Janet,  taking  her 
hand  and  stroking  it  gently. 

^'What  does  it  mean,  my  pet?"  she 
asked.  ^'  I  liate  him.  He  shall  not  come 
here  when  you  are  gone,  with  his  grim, 
horrible  old  face  and  his  gamp  !  " 

But  Janet  had  thrown  off  her  caressing 
hand  as  though  it  had  been  a  serpent, 
and  poor  Nelly  was  on  the  horns  of  a 
sentimental  dilemma.  Seeing  her  dis- 
tress, Janet  brightened  up  with  an  effort 
and  took  her  hand  back  into  favom*. 
''  Yes,  he  shall  come,"  she  said,  ''  and 
you  will  have  all  the  gentlemen  to  your- 
seK,  dear  ;  for,  of  course,  poor  Blanche 
cannot  see  anybody.  Perhaps  he  will 
make  love  io  you  :  he  never  did  to  me." 

'^He  is  my  brother,"  Nelly  gravely 
responded.  ^'  At  least  I  thought  him  so 
until  this  morning,  because  you  love  him." 

''Don't  be  ridiculous,  Nelly,"  the  poor 
girl  replied,  but  scarcely  able  to  say  it  for 
the  irrepressible  sob. 
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^'  oil  yes,  you  do,  dear,"  Nelly  went 
on.  "I  have  a  heart,  tliougli  yon  tliink 
I  haven't.  I  can  tell  true  love  when  I 
see  it,  at  least  in  one  of  us.  And  I  did 
think  the  Tulip  loved  you,  though  he  is 
so  absurdly  grave  about  it.  But  now  I 
do  not  kuow  what  to  think  of  him.  I 
suppose  he  is  like  the  rest  of  the  men, 
and  wants  money,  and  that  Frank  has 
told  him  you  intend  to  give  away  your 
foiiune  without  your  hand." 

Again  Xelly's  hand  was  flung  away  hke 
a  venomous  reptile.  "What  did  I  tell 
you  about  the  Black  Tuhp,  the  flower?'* 
she  asked. 

"  Oh,  there's  only  One,  of  course — only 
one  in  the  world!"  repHed  Nelly,  again 
taking  the  recalcitrant  hand  and  stroking 
it.  ''But,  for  that  matter,  dear,  there  is 
only  one  Bachelor's-Button,  you  know ; 
and  I  know  he  won't  have  poor  me,  be- 
cause Captain  Lyte  left  me  out   of  his 
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wiU."  ''  The  Bachelor's  Button"  was  the 
botanical  title  of  Mr.  Perkins,  Nelly's 
favourite  admirer  at  that  time,  and  a 
wealthy  young  man,  being  distantly  con- 
nected with  the  brewing  interest,  but  of 
a  mercenary  and  unromantic  disposition. 

*^  Nonsense!"  retorted  Janet.  ''There 
are  hundreds  of  bachelors'-buttons  in  the 
Sittington  Woods.  How  dare  you  talk 
like  that  about  Mr.  Lane  ?  " 

"  I  thought,  dear,"  this  sly  damsel 
repHed,  ''that,  as  you  don't  love  him,  I 
could  say  what  I  liked  about  him." 

And  Nelly  went  away  to  sit  with  her 
sister  Blanche,  thinking  that,  perhaps,  it 
would  be  as  well  for  Mr.  Lane  to  find 
Janet  alone  when  he  returned  from  the 
drawing-room;  for  he  would  be  sure  to 
look  into  the  dining-room  again,  she 
thought,  before  leaving  the  house. 

Scarcely  had  she  left  the  room  when 
Albei-t   came    in,    approached    his    sister 
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nervously,  and  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "He 
wants  liis  umbrella." 

**  Did  he  say  so  to  you  '}  "  asked  Janet, 
again  with  that  ball  in  her  throat. 

"Yes,"  Albert  repHed  softly.  "  He  is 
vexed  at  something.  I  could  see  it  in 
his  eyes." 

"  He  is  angiy  with  me,"  thought 
Janet — "^\'ith  poor  Httle  me,  though  he 
is  so  kind  to  naughty  boys.  What  have 
I  done  ?  I  have  taken  Miss  Lyte's  part 
against  my  own  family,  and  spoken  up  for 
that  poor  wicked  young  man  because 
they  are  all  so  unjust  to  him.  So  would 
Mr.  Lane  take  his  part  if  he  heard  the 
w^hole  story.  And  now  they  say  I  am 
running  away  from  a  house  of  sorrow. 
But  they  would  only  tease  my  life  out 
because  I  am  determined  to  give  up  a 
fortune  to  which  I  have  no  right,  and 
which  I  don't  want.  What  do  I  want  of 
a  fortune  ?  Bie  does  not  want  the  for- 
tune, nor  me  either,'* 
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That  suggestion  of  Nelly's  found  no 
place  in  Janet's  mind.  She  was  too 
noble  to  think  ignobly  of  the  man  she 
loved. 

Presently,  seeing  Albert  still  standing 
ruefully  before  her,  and  having  her  heart 
softened  by  grief,  she  said  to  him, 
'^  What  is  it  that  you  want,  you  poor  dear 
old  Cipher  ?  " 

*^  His  umbrella,"  Albert  solemnly  re- 
joins. 

So  she  went  slowly  upstairs  and  into 
her  chamber,  opened  the  closet-door, 
looked  at  her  captive,  released  him, 
kissed  his  mended  wounds,  carried  him 
slowly  and  tenderly  downstairs,  and 
placed  him  supine  on  the  hall  table,  like 
a  patient  in  a  convalescent  ward  parting 
stohdly  from  his  weeping  nurse. 

*'  Why  should  he  hate  me  ?  What 
have  I  done  ? "  she  murmured  plain- 
tively. 
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Then  creeping  upstairs  again,  more 
slowly,  as  far  as  the  drawing-room  door, 
she  stood  there  for  a  few  moments,  with 
finger  on  her  lip,  hesitating.  Did  she 
know  that  her  attitude  was  a  charming 
jpose,  and  herself  an  exquisite  picture  of 
courage  tempered  ^ith  feminine  deh- 
cacy  ?  I  suppose  not.  Her  hopes  and 
fears  and  j)iirposes  and  regrets  were  all 
too  highly  pitched,  the  tension  of  her 
mind  too  strong,  for  little  feminine  vani- 
ties to  play  thek  part.  She  paused  with 
the  mere  dehcate  hesitancy  of  her  age 
and  sex  at  the  thought  of  intrusion.  But 
such  was  the  temper  of  her  mind  and 
heart  at  that  moment,  that,  had  the 
drawing-room  been  a  powder-magazine, 
and  her  movements  ine^dtably  productive 
of  sparks,  she  would  certainly  have 
entered. 

''  I  luill  see  him ;  I  ivill  hear  his  voice 
again,"   she  said,  with  a  terrible  con  vie- 
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tion  forcing  itseK  upon  her  that  she  was 
about  to  do  so  for  the  last  time.  Then 
she  opened  the  door  and  walked  in.  It 
was  the  principal  reception-room  in  her 
own  father's  house,  yet  she  had  no  right 
to  be  there,  and  was  evidently  an  in- 
truder. Miss  Lyte  was  sitting  in  a  chair 
by  the  fire,  and  only  looked  up  for  an 
instant,  taking  no  notice  whatever  of 
Janet.  She  felt  that  silent  rebuff  to  be  a 
heavy  blow,  but  the  pain  of  it  was  soon 
superseded  by  a  more  poignant  agony. 
Mr.  Lane  was  standing  by  the  other  side 
of  the  fire,  with  his  back  to  the  door, 
but  plainly  saw  the  reflection  of  Janet 
advancing  toward  him  in  the  pier-glass. 
Neither  did  he  pay  her  the  least  atten- 
tion. At  any  other  time  he  would  have 
turned  and  acknowledged  her  presence  at 
least  with  a  courteous  inclination.  Now 
indeed  she  saw  him  and  heard  his  voice 
again,  for  he  went  on  with  what  he  was 
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saying  to  Miss  Lyte  :  '^  You  know  I  only 
effected  that  mortgage  to  buy  my  icife 
the  annuity.  And  fortunately  I  would 
allow  Baily  to  have  nothing  to  do  with 
that.  Smith  pays  lier  the  annuity  regu- 
larly, with  the  interest  of  her  own  two 
thousand  pounds.  The  receipts  in  Iter 
own  handwriting  are  sent  to  me  twice 
every  year." 

He  tui'ned  round.  The  fair,  gentle, 
generous  giii  was  standing  within  two 
paces  of  him.  Would  he  say  nothing  to 
her,  this  hard,  cruel  man  ?  Would  he 
smite  her  thus,  and  leave  her  to  stagger 
and  fall  under  his  coward  blow?  She 
looked  into  his  face  wildly  for  a  httle 
space.  His  eye  met  hers — that  eye  into 
which  formerly  she  had  seen  the  irresis- 
tible tenderness  leap  fi'om  the  brimming 
fountains  within.  Now  it  glared  at  her 
with  pitiless  cruelty.  Then  half  turning 
to  the  elder  lady,  he  reiterated,  ''In  my 
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wife's   handwriting,  every    January    and 
July." 

The  stricken  deer  seeks  a  forest  soh- 
tude  to  die  in  peace.  And  Janet  thought 
if  she  could  only  reach  her  room  without 
falling,  there  surely  swift  and  utter  deso- 
lation would  stagnate  the  sources  of  her 
life,  and  insensibihty  would  herald  much- 
to-be-desu'ed  death.  That  she  could 
any  longer  drag  out  the  miserable  fila- 
ment of  a  human  life  she  behoved  to 
be  impossible.  She  thought  that  her 
mortal  wound  was  already  dealt,  and  only 
dreaded  to  die  in  agony  under  the  hateful 
gaze  of  human  eyes.  Mechanically  she 
turned,  walked  slowly  and  silently  out  of 
the  room,  and  reached  her  chamber. 

When  she  had  gone  Miss  Lyte  spoke. 
"It  is  a  severe  blow  to  Janet,"  she  said. 
**  My  heart  bleeds  for  the  sweet,  gentle 
child.  God  grant  I  may  soothe  and  com- 
fort her,  and  that  we  may  yet  find  some 
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pathway  througli  this  tangled  wilderness. 
In  the  mean  time  you  have  done  what 
is  right.  We  should  always  choose  the 
least  of  two  evils,  and  act  promptly  on 
our  choice." 

'^You  are  right,"  he  managed  to  say. 
But  the  blow  which  he  had  dealt  had 
recoiled  with  such  force  that  his  knees 
now  shook  under  his  ovm  weight,  and  a 
giddiness  and  faintness  fell  upon  him. 

After  a  while  he  was  going  softly  down- 
stairs, entertaining  a  feeble  purpose  of- 
stealing  out  of  the  house  without  con- 
fronting Frank.  But  that  amiable  person 
encountered  him  midway.  ^^  Oh,  I  am  so 
glad  you  have  come,"  he  said.  "Of 
course  you  have  not  seen  Janet  yet.  I 
am  just  going  to  titivate.  Come  up  to 
my  room  for  a  few  minutes." 

They  ascended  to  the  storey  above  the 
drawing-room,  and,  passing  a  door  before 
they  reached  Frank's,  Mr.  Lane  felt  or 
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tiLOUght  to  himself,  ^'  That  is  lier  door, 
and  she  is  alone  within."  He  had  no 
certain  knowledge  of  his  victim's  room, 
yet  some  inward  monitor  told  him  truly. 
That  really  was  the  scene  of  her  innocent 
virgin  hopes,  of  her  hopeless  mute  despair. 
He  passed  in  at  the  next  doorway,  and 
sat  on  Frank's  hed  while  the  Adonis  laved 
and  scented  himself. 

Frank  resumed  the  talk  over  his  toilet 
as  if  his  letter  to  his  friend  had  been 
spoken. 

*'A  wild  idea — madness!  is  it  not?" 
he  asked,  looking  round,  and  smihng 
between  the  ivory-backed  brushes.  '•'  The 
idea  of  giving  up  her  fortune,  giving  it  to 
an  Assassin  !  "  That  term  of  obloquy  ap- 
peared to  render  some  mysterious  consola- 
tion to  Frank  under  his  recent  trials  and 
present  difficulties.  So  he  repeated  it : 
^^an  Assassin."  In  his  secret  mind  he 
believed  the  moral  guilt  of  the  perpetrator 
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of  the  deed  in  question  to  be  aggravated 
by  the  fact  that  his  prey  had  been  a 
member  of  the  British  aristocracy.  But 
he  wisely  abstained  from  diverting  Mr. 
Lane's  attention  to  that  abstruse  question 
in  casuistry.  ''  I  think  a  certain  friend  of 
mine  will  be  able  to  cm-e  Janet  of  that 
insane  idea,"  he  continued.  ''Love  is  a 
great  physician.  And  common  sense, 
when  prescribed  by  that  practitioner,  is 
more  palatable  than  when  a  brother  ad- 
ministers it.  It  is  quite  true,  as  my 
mother  says,  that  the  doctor  and  not  the 
physic  cures  the  patient.  And  then  it's 
all  moonshine  talking  about  that  Bedford 
Lyte  being  ill-used.  The  notion  of  ill- 
using  an  Assassin  is  too  good  !  And  pray 
why  shouldn't  you  or  I  be  allowed  to 
leave  our  money  (if  we  happen  to  have 
any)  to  a  nice  girl  instead  of  to  Dick 
Turpin?  And  why  could  not  Captain 
Lyte  leave  his  to  his  godchildren  ?     And, 
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what  is  more,"  pursued  Frank,  preparing 
to  lubricate  his  gums  with  some  aromatic 
paste,  and  supposing  his  queries  to  be 
satisfactorily  answered — ^^  what  is  more, 
he  did  happen  to  .  have  some  money, 
and  did  leave  it  to  them,  12,500Z.  to 
Blanche,  and  12,500L  to  Janet." 

Here  Frank's  monologue  was  tempo- 
rarily interrupted  by  the  gum  paste, 
appHed  with  a  small  sponge  on  the  end  of 
an  ivory  stick.     After  which  he  resumed  : 

'^How  that  fellow  Baily  can  have 
squandered  all  Blanche's  fortune  I  can- 
not think;  nor,  indeed,  how  Captain 
Lyte  can  have  consented  to  leave  the 
money  so  loosely.  My  father  knew  no- 
thing about  the  Captain's  will,  you  know, 
till  after  his  death,  and  Blanche  had  been 
married  six  months  when  he  died.  But, 
to  say  the  least  of  it,  the  Bailys  took  an 
advantage  of  the  old  gentleman,  and  have 
behaved  disgracefully  throughout.    Thank 
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heaven,  Janet's  twelve  thou'  is  safe ;  an  1 
it  shall  not  he  thrown  away  or  given  to 
an  assassin,  if  we  can  help  it.  And  w^hat 
I  was  fooKsh  enough  to  say  to  her  ahont 
you  won't  hold  water.  It  was  from  no 
want  of  regard  to  you ;  but  when  I  saw 
you  so  averse  to  marrying,  and  Janet 
getting — you  knew  what  I  mean — 
I  tried  to  check  her.  I  confess  it.  I 
didn't  want  her  to  sit  'like  Patience  on  a 
monument  smiHng  at  grief,'  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing.  But  I  failed.  She  stuck 
to  you  through  thick  and  thin.  And,  let 
me  tell  you.  Lane,  though  she's  my  own 
sister,  that  Janet  is  a  very  nice  girl,  and 
the  sort  of  girl  you  won't  pick  up  in  every 
nasty  little  radical  borough.  And  12,o00Z. 
in  consols  is  a  very  snug  little  nest-egg. 
And  the  affections  of  a  nice  girl  are  not 
to  be  sneezed  at  because  she  has  a  little 
money.  Is  she  to  forfeit  the  love  of  an 
honest  man  because  her  godfather  named 
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her  in  his  will  ?  Besides  which — Hullo  ! 
my  dear  fellow,  what  is  the  matter  ?  " 

Mr.  Lane's  face  was  convulsed  with 
twitchings  very  alarming  to  contemplate. 
*'  Water  !  "  he  gasped,  or  croaked. 

Frank  handed  him  a  tumbler  of  water, 
sUghtly  ensanguined  with  the  cochineal 
gum  paste.  This  he  deliberately,  but 
with  a  trembhng  hand,  conveyed  to  the 
nape  of  his  neck,  and  poured  down  his 
own  back.  Then  staggering  to  the  basin, 
and  leaning  over  it,  he  said,  *^Pour  on 
the  back  of  my  neck" — which  Frank 
obligingly  did,  wondering  meanwhile  at 
this  sudden  illness  and  its  hydropathic 
treatment. 

Mr.  Lane  now  plunged  his  head  into  the 
large  camp-basin,  and,  after  protracted 
immersions,  stood  up  dripping.  Frank 
threw  a  towel  round  his  neck,  and  hope- 
lessly appHed  other  absorbents  to  his  out- 
ward man,  after  which  Mr.  Lane  spoke. 
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But  before  we  Ksten  to  what  he  said, 
let  us  follow  Janet  with  her  dreadful 
news  to  the  soHtude  of  her  chamber  and 
the  desolation  of  her  heart.  Half  stunned 
at  first,  she  felt  the  desolation  growing 
and  deepening  upon  her  as  sensibihty 
returned.  With  a  full  consciousness  and 
sense  of  her  present  misery,  associations 
exquisitely  painful,  reviving  ghosts  of 
former  joys,  crowded  about  her  heart. 
This  humble  apartment  was  the  scene  of 
all  her  sweet  reveries.  Here  her  conflict 
with  Mr.  Lane's  stubborn  indifference 
had  been  planned,  here  her  gentle  vic- 
tory celebrated.  On  this  very  bed  she 
had  sat  at  the  return  from  the  river  the 
afternoon  upon  which  she  had  first  seen 
him.  In  that  closet,  which  served  her 
as  a  wardrobe,  his  retainer  had  been  kept 
in  affectionate  durance.  It  had  lain  at 
her  feet  on  the  very  spot  which  they 
now    touched.      How    lightly    she    had 
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stepped  over  it  into  bed!  calling  it  the 
threshold  of  his  heart,  and  other  grace- 
ful similitudes.  How  heavily  now  her 
little  feet  dropped  on  the  insensate  floor ! 
How  hard  and  cold  must  that  man's 
heart  have  been  all  the  time,  when  she 
was  decking  it  in  young  love's  flowery 
wreaths  and  posies  !  Not  a  tear  rose  to 
Janet's  eye,  not  a  tender  emotion  as  yet 
mingled  with  her  grief.  In  her  chastise- 
ment she  could  see  no  justice,  no  reason 
in  the  furious  overthrow  of  her  affections. 
She  had  chosen,  as  she  thought,  the 
noblest  man,  had  loved  him  because  he 
was  good  and  god-like.  She  was  tired  of 
all  that  was  morally  mean  and  paltry 
around  her,  and  had  desired  to  worship 
some  lofty  ideal  which  would  lift  her 
into  a  purer  region,  where  she  might 
herself  grow  up  to  some  nobler  moral 
stature. 

What  sin  had  there  been  in  her  pas- 
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sion  ? — what  littleness,  even,  of  which 
she  might  accuse  herself,  and  so  find 
retributive  justice  in  what  had  befallen 
her?  Every  one  had  held  this  man  up 
for  her  admiration,  her  esteem.  If  she 
had  venerated  him,  was  it  not  because 
he  seemed  above  them  all  in  purity,  in 
singleness  of  heart,  in  devotion,  in  truth  ? 
If  she  had  loved  him  with  a  love  in 
which,  hke  the  breath  of  a  hot  wind,  her 
heart  now  seemed  to  wither,  had  not 
that  love  been  the  zephyr  of  her  spring- 
time ?  Who  and  what  had  turned  it  to 
this  scorching  blast  ? 

Had  she  wasted  the  breath  of  her 
affections,  as  many  gii'ls  do,  in  fanning  a 
succession  of  feeble,  sensuous  fancies  ? 
Had  she  not,  on  the  other  hand,  scru- 
pulously cherished  her  maiden  regard, 
reserving  it  till  the  man  of  glorious  attri- 
butes appeared,  and  then  (dazzled  by  no 
outward    splendour,     won    by    no    vain 
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allurements)  given  it  to  him  without 
stint,  without  reserve,  without  exacting 
any  return  ? 

By  no  unmaidenly  advances,  no  arts, 
no  coquettings,  had  she  sought  to  win 
his  love,  only  hy  trying  and  praying 
that  she  might  he  worthy  of  it,  hy  her 
beauty  (if  that  might  be),  by  modesty, 
by  constancy,  and  singleness  of  purpose. 

At  this  point  in  her  reflections  foot- 
steps of  two  men  passed  Janet's  door, 
and  were  lost  in  the  next  room  to  hers. 

^^  And  what  has  come  of  my  two  years' 
devotions?"  she  asked  herself.  '^  He 
strikes  me  down.  He.  He  says  he  has 
a  wife,  somewhere,  put  away.  He  has 
loved  once  and  for  all,  and  left  loving 
before  he  ever  saw  me.  What  does  it 
mean  ?  Can  it  be  true  ?  Oh,  why  did 
he  not  come  to  me^  to  me  alone,  and 
tell  me,  and  pity  me  ?  Then  I  could 
have  borne  it.     He  flung  it  at  me  like  a 
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stone,  in  the  sight  and  hearing  of  an- 
other, without  a  word  of  pity,  without  a 
look  of  remorse.    Sark  !    What  is  that  ?  " 

Frank's  voice  saying,  in  a  high  key, 
^' Hullo!  my  dear  fellow  I  What  is  the 
matter?" 

She  knew  who  *^my  dear  fellow"  was 
at  once,  ^sithout  a  moment's  hesitation. 
She  sprang  to  the  door,  opened  it,  and 
crept  to  the  next  door,  which  was 
slightly  ajar. 

*^  Water !  "  she  heard  Mr.  Lane  gasp. 
Then  a  pause.  Then,  *'Pour  on  the 
back  of  my  neck."  Then  a  long  splash- 
ing and  trickling  of  water.  After  which 
she  heard  the  voice  which  she  still  loved, 
somewhat  altered,  but  still  such  that  she 
could  tell  it  among  a  thousand  voices, 
saying: 

^' Frank,  I  must  ask  you  to  forgive  me 
a  great  wrong  which  I  have  done  to  you 
and  yours  unknowingly ;  I  beg  of  you  to 
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believe  unknowingly.  My  plea  for  your 
consideration,  your  pardon,  is  that  I  too 
suffer.  I  cannot  offer  myseK  as  Janet's 
husband,  because — I  have — a  wife." 

^'Why  didn't  you  tell  me  so  before?" 
asked  Frank. 

And  the  voice  went  on,  while  Janet 
leaned  against  the  door-post  for  support : 
''  The  story  of  my  marriage  is  a  horrible 
secret.  I  have  felt  obliged  to  conceal  it, 
though  now  I  see  that  in  doing  so  I 
have  done  WTong." 

"  You  must  have  seen  that  Janet  hked 
you,"  urged  Frank ;  and  the  frail  form 
without  shuddered  against  the  friendly 
door-post.  That  she  "  Wked  "  him!  Con- 
ceive the  adulation  of  her  fervid  young 
heart  being  called  a  ''  liMng  "  ! 

"'  I  had  no  eyes  but  for  lier^'"  repHed 
Mr.  Lane.  ''  My  eyes  were  blinded  by 
her  beauty.  I  did  not  even  see  that  I 
loved  her.     Do  you  understand,  Frank? 
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I  love  her."  (Janet  embraced  the  door- 
post tenderly.)  "  Only  three  weeks  ago, 
on  the  night  of  your  party,  I  found  it 
out.  Then  I  feared  that  she  might 
return  my  love.  Since  then  I  have  kept 
away  until  to-day.  To-day  I  have  said 
words  which,  if  she  has  allowed  herself 
to  care  for  me,  must  indeed  cure  her  of 
this  disease." 

''Told  her  you  had  a  wife?"  asked 
Frank. 

''Yes;  and  in  a  way  to  make  her 
loathe  me  as  a  coarse,  base  cur." 
,  A  long  pause  ensued,  during  which,  in 
the  painful  stillness  of  the  house,  the 
beating  of  Janet's  heart  was  so  audible 
that  she  feared  it  would  reveal  her 
proximity  to  these  two  men. 

Then  Frank  said,  "  This  has  taken  me 
frightfully  aback.  But  I  am  heartily 
sorry  for  you,  Lane.  I'm  certain  you 
are  a  good  fellow,  and  would  have  made 
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Janet  a  kind  husband.  I  always  knew 
you  had  some  confounded  secret.  But 
you  are  so  cold  to  women  that  I  never 
suspected  it  was  this.  Of  coui'se  you  put 
your  foot  in  it  when  you  were  young  and 
fooHsh,  and  have  grown  wise  since.  I 
was  aimoyed  at  first;  but  I  can  find  no 
fault  with  you  at  all.  You  have  never 
humbugged  Janet,  or  angled  for  her  affec- 
tion ;  and  since  you  saw  danger  you  have 
acted  like  a  good  fellow.  Poor  girl !  It 
is  very  hard  upon  her.  What  she  saw  to 
like  in  you  I  confess  I  don't  know ;  but 
that  she  does  care  for  you  I  am  certain. 
She  will  be  very  much  cut  up.  And  you 
mark  my  words  :  she  will  give  up  her 
fortune  to  that  Assassin  as  sure  as  your 
name  is  Lane." 

'^  I  should  scarcely  think  he'd  be  such 
a  scamp  as  to  take  it,"  said  Mr.  Lane. 

''Wouldn't  he?"  retorted  Frank. 
"You  don't  know  the  fellow." 
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'^  Don't  I?"  thought  Mr.  Lane  to 
himself. 

"It's  my  impression,"  continued 
Frank,  "that  he  would  have  assas- 
sinated his  aunt  to  get  lier  money  if  he 
had  not  lost  his  reversion  of  it." 

Janet  returned  to  her  soHtude  with 
very  different  feelings  from  those  which 
had  possessed  her  a  short  while  ago. 
Something  warm  again  stirred  at  her 
heart.  Was  it  infant  love,  or  hope,  or 
merely  joy  ?  She  had  thought  it  smitten 
to  the  death,  and  with  it  all  that  was 
sweet  and  lovely  in  Hfe  had  been  en- 
veloped in  a  funeral  pall.  But  this  vital 
principle  had  only  been  stunned  or 
momentarily  paralyzed  with  the  crushing 
weight  of  sorrow  which  had  fallen  upon 
her.  It  must  have  been  some  generous 
seed  which  passed  rapidly  through  its 
hour  of  decay,  and  now  germinated  in 
the  kindlv  soil  of  her  affections.     What 
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was  that  penetrating,  life-renewing,  sym- 
pathetic glow  which  pierced  the  darkness 
of  the  grave,  shrivelled  up  the  envious 
cerement,  and  set  the  pulses  of  the  heart 
throbbing  and  palpitating  with  new 
vitality,  with  a  life  which  at  once  she 
knew  to  be  eternal,  undying,  already 
stranghng  despair,  like  an  infant  Hercules 
in  its  cradle  ? 

These  questions  she  could  not  answer, 
although  they  chased  each  other  with  a 
myriad  rainbow  tints  across  the  mys- 
terious heaven  which  now  vaulted  all  the 
former  gloom,  and  swallowed  up  that 
former  darkness  in  universal  light.  All 
was  grand,  splendid,  incomprehensible, 
sublime  !  Welcome  sorrow  now,  welcome 
suffering,  self-abnegation,  and  hope  de- 
ferred, if  need  be.  She  dropped  upon 
her  knees  and  she  prayed  for  fortitude 
and  continued  light,  that  she  might  see 
the  Hand  that  created  her  put  forth  to 
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chastise  her  in  love,  and  with  a  wisdom 
inscrutable  but  worthy  of  perfect  child- 
Hke  trust,  that  she  might  never  again 
believe  that  she  had  fallen  into  the  power 
of  the  Prince  of  Darkness,  never  again 
stumble  so  near  to  that  awful  fathomless 
abyss  of  doubt  and  dark  despair. 

She  rose  from  her  knees,  after  a  long 
and  fervid  outpouring  of  her  grateful 
heart,  a  gentle,  submissive,  trustful,  lov- 
ing woman.  An  horn'  before  she  was  a 
vain  girl,  humihated,  crushed,  angry, 
rebellious,  and  coquetting  with  despair. 

Now  she  went  again  to  her  mirror, 
that  glass  wherein  she  was  wont  to  hold 
counsel  with  herself,  and  to  try  to  see 
herself,  with  other  people's  eyes,  to  look 
at  herself  as  it  were  from  without. 

She  stood  before  it  meekly,  and  saw 
her  own  beauty,  and  now  for  the  first 
time  recognized  it  as  the  gift  of  her 
Heavenly  Father  ;  and  without  any  aUoy 
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of  self-conceit  or  carnal  vanity  slie 
thanked  the  Giver  of  all  good  for  that 
little  yet  potent  gift,  from  the  fulness  of 
her  heart.  Again,  through  all  the  shocks 
and  pangs  which  she-  had  so  lately 
endured,  a  flash  of  intense  pleasure 
forced  its  way  upward  and  outward  to 
her  eyes  and  Hps,  and  broke  out  in  a 
sunny  smile. 

^'  His  eyes  were  blinded  by  my  beauty," 
she  murmured  to  her  own  heart.  ^*  His 
dear,  sad  eyes  !     He  loves  me  !     He  loves 

ME  !  " 

Then  she  sighed,  and  again  said,  "  His 
dear,  sad  eyes !  He  must  not  love  me. 
I  must  not  love  him;  but  I  will  wait. 
I  will  never  be  untrue  to  him  in  life  or 
death." 

^^  Dear,  sad  eyes !  "  she  murmured 
again;  ''they  will  be  more  sad  now.  I 
thought  to  make  him  happy  with  my 
love ;  instead  of  which  I  have  taken  his, 
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and  may  not  give  him  mine.  But  I  will 
always  be  true  to  liim.  ^  'Tis  better  to 
have  loved  and  lost,  than  never  to  have 
loved  at  all.'     0  my  love  I  my  love  I" 

So  ciying,  she  turned  away  from  that 
tell-tale  mirror,  and  flung  herself  prone 

upon  her  bed,  and  wept. 

***** 

When  Mr.  Lane  reached  the  hall  he 
found  his  umbra  patiently  reclining  on 
the  oak  table.  Resuming  possession  of 
this  ancient  property,  he  marched  away 
dolefully,  notwithstanding  its  repair,  and 
the  favourable  interview  which  he  had 
held  with  Miss  Lyte. 

^^  Well,  how  did  it  go  off  ?  "  the  parson 
inquh'ed,  on  his  retui'n  to  the  rectory. 
Mr  Key,  of  course,  was  alluding  to  the 
important  interview  with  Miss  Lyte, 
which  had  sunk  into  quite  a  secondary 
place  in  Mr.  Lane's  estimation.  The 
words,  "  How  did  it  go  off?  "'  grated  upon 

VOL.   II.  T 


274  WON   AT   LAST  ! 

his  highly- wrought  sympathy  with  Janet, 
of  whom  only  he  was  thinking. 

^^  It  was  fearful,  horrible  !  "  he  repHed, 
shuddering,  and  calling  to  mind  the  wild 
look  of  anguish  with  which  Janet  had 
appealed  to  him  when  those  dreadful 
words  were  spoken. 

^'You  surprise  me,"  said  Key.  ^'I 
made  sure  that  a  woman  of  experience 
and  judgment  and  Christian  charity 
would  take  it  well." 

"Take  it  well!"  rejoined  Mr.  Lane 
fiercely.  "  Take  it  well !  So  she  did. 
What  did  the  poor  girl  do  or  say  ?  No- 
thing. Nothing.  But  my  brutal,  heavy 
hand  had  stricken  her  down.  Key  !  Key! 
are  you  not  human?  Are  you  bHnd, 
man?  I  told  her — told  Janet — ^that  I 
have  a  wife." 

The  priest  was  not  aware  how  Mr. 
Lane  had  purposed  to  do  the  task  as- 
signed to  him,  although  the  secret  of  his 
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school-fellow's  early  manliood  had  heen 
fully  confided  to  him.  It  was  his  habit 
to  look  more  at  ends  than  at  the  means 
by  which  they  were  to  be  attained,  and 
it  seemed  to  him  well  that  Lane  should 
have  adopted  this  blunt  and  straightfor- 
ward method.  ''  It  was  a  strong  measure," 
he  said,  ''  but  I  think  you  have  done  what 
is  right." 

These  were  the  words  Miss  Lyte  had 
used.  How  they  jarred  upon  his  finer 
sense  of  duty  to  one  who  had  given  him 
love,  that  priceless,  that  inestimable  boon, 
the  sweet,  odorous  breath  of  a  virgin 
flower,  in  retui'n  for  which  he  had  turned 
and  trampled  upon  it  I  Eight !  What  a 
righteous  act  to  offer  to  the  powers 
above  !  Let  us  hope  the  anguish  of  his 
soul  atoned  in  some  httle  measure  for  the 
cruel  wrong  which  he  knew  that  he  had 
done  to  avoid  the  risk  of  doing  a  still 
greater  wrong  to  that  ionocent  soul.     He 
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would  not  answer  this  ghostly  approba- 
tion. Even  a  spiritual  adviser  cannot 
gauge  a  lover's  sensitive  conscience,  nor 
analyze  the  quality  of  his  grief. 

After  a  while  he  said,  as  if  speaking  in 
a  dream  :  *'  She  is  going  away  in  a  day  or 
two  to  spend  a  month  with  my  aunt. 
There  will  be  time  for  her  wound  to  heal : 
eh,  Key?" 

'^  I  think  so,"  said  the  casuist,  wishing 
to  console  his  friend. 

*'  You  don't  think  so,"  retorted  the 
penitent,  with  savage  perversity.  ^*  It  is 
cowardly,  cold-blooded  cruelty ;  and  you 
know  it.     I  struck  her  unmanly,  foully." 

There  he  paused  for  a  few  moments, 
and  then  cried  aloud  in  his  agony,  ^'My 
love  !  my  love  !  "  unconsciously  using  the 
very  words  with  which  Janet  had  given 
vent  to  her  own  unconquerable  passion. 

The  ecclesiastic  was  genuinely  moved 
at  this  display ;  for  he  knew  this  man  to 
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be  strong  and  resolute,  un^ont  to  be 
mastered  by  turbulent  emotions.  He 
waited  till  the  great  wave  of  passion  had 
rolled  by,  and  then  said  gravely:  "As 
God  is  my  judge,  and  will  hold  me  to 
account  for  any  unnecessary  suffering 
which  I  may  cause  his  children,  I  beheve 
that  He  will  give  her  strength  to  bear 
this  heavy  affliction.  And  yom'  own 
conscience  tells  you  it  was  better  to 
speak  now." 

But  Mr.  Lane  had  no  patience  or 
courtesy  left.  "  Let  conscience  go^  then," 
he  exclaimed.  "  I've  had  too  much  of 
it.  Let  me  feel  like  flesh  and  blood  for 
once !" 

For  a  few  moments  natm'e  seemed  to 
triumph  in  the  expression  of  his  face, 
which  almost  betokened  the  consummate 
abandonment  of  principle  and  all  else  to 
victorious  love.  But  before  this  chmax 
was   reached  a  quick  shudder  convulsed 
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his  frame,  like  a  moyement  in  still  water 
coming  whence  none  can  tell.  Again  the 
flinty  aspect  of  introspective  self-control 
darkened  that  wilder  flash  of  passion,  and 
Mr.  Lane  stood  calm  and  strong. 

The  divine  understood  the  conflict 
that  was  being  waged  within  him,  and 
respected  it. 

^' Never  mind  what  I  say,  Key,"  Mr. 
Lane  resumed  quietly.  ^^  I  have  a  cross 
of  the  Malay  in  my  blood,  you  know,  and 
it  will  break  out  now  and  then." 

'*  But  I  do  mind  what  you  feel,"  the 
divine  replied.  "  The  battle  is  for  the 
strong,  my  friend,  and  the  victor's  crown 
of  eternal  laurel." 

As  soon  as  he  was  satisfied  of  his 
friend's  recovered  composure,  Mr.  Key 
asked  several  questions  about  the  way  in 
which  Miss  Lyte  had  received  him,  and 
the  extent  of  her  knowledge  in  his  affairs. 
Mr.    Lane    satisfied    his    inquiries,    and. 
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indeed,  had  a  most  satisfactory  report 
to  make  on  this  subject.  Baily's  dis- 
honest behaviour  had  shaken  the  lady's 
behef  in  his  version  of  a  certain  old  and 
grievous  story,  and  only  on  this  very 
morning  she  had  received  a  letter  from 
the  Dowager  Lady  Balbry  which  disposed 
her  to  extend  a  greater  lenience  to  her 
nephew  than  he  had  ever  hoped  to 
receive  at  the  hands  of  man  or  woman  in 
his  proper  and  original  person  as  Bedford 
Lyte.  Of  course  the  reader  is  aware  by 
this  time  (if,  indeed,  the  veil  has  not  been 
transparent  throughout)  that  Mr.  Lane 
and  Bedford  Lyte  are  one  and  the  same 
person  ;  but  it  suits  the  exigencies  of  the 
story  to  retain  the  fictitious  name  which 
he  has  borne  so  long,  and  by  which  alone 
several  of  our  dramatis  jpersoncB  knew  him 
to  the  end.  He  appeared,  however,  to 
derive  Httle  consolation  from  his  rela- 
tive's  generosity.     When  a   mortal   and 
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agonizing  wound  is  rankling  in  the  breast, 
the  sufferer  would  almost  rather  receive 
stabs  in  other  places  than  have  his  insig- 
nificant wounds  dressed  and  bandaged. 
These  small  alleviations  only  seem  to 
mock  the  greater  malady  which  they  are 
powerless  to  assail. 

When  this  conversation  was  brought  to 
a  close,  Mr.  Lane  went  away  alone,  much 
to  Key's  disappointment,  for  the  ecclesi- 
astic had  conceived  a  hearty  friendship 
for  the  Assassin,  and  feared  that  Mr. 
Lane's  purpose  was  to  shut  himself  up, 
and  be  alone  with  his  sorrow. 

This  apprehension  was  warranted  by 
the  event,  for  the  rector  saw  nothing  of 
his  parishioner  during  the  next  two  days ; 
and  on  the  evening  of  the  second,  old  Ada 
came  to  him  after  evensong  with  a 
pitiful  tale.  *'  Master  has  a-shut  hisself 
up  with  them  dratted  birds,"  she  said, 
'^  and  he  won't  let  me  nor  Mr.   Graves 
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come  a-nigh  him,  and  he  ain't  had  bite 
nor  sup  sin'  he  came  back  from  London  ; 
and  deary  me,  a-deary  !  " 

Two  high  festivals  of  the  Church !  and 
a  Christian  man  not  take  bite  nor  sup 
from  St.  John's  morn  till  the  day  after 
the  Holy  Innocents ! 

The  Eeverend  Cyprian  was  amazed. 
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